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CHARACTERS IN ORDER OF APPEARANCE: 

.STUBB 

FAWCETT 
,. 

J 
DOG 

.. ~ 

YOUNG DAVE 
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The interior of a trapper's hut in the North 
West ~erritories close to the Alaskan border, 
several hundred miles from the Mackenzie river. 
There are three simrle beds with pelts thrown 
roughly over themJ and a log table; no chairs, 
only store-chests. Three pairs of snowshoes lean ' 
against the wall near the door, and there are 
trappers' packs. Hanging by the window is a large 
frying-pan, the only' cooking utensil we can see. 
Apparently, the cooking is done outside. 

The place is in a bad state of repair: the 
door has no lock or hBndle, and swings open~ the 
window is off its hinges. There are two sporting 
guns in the corner. 

The only modern object in the room is a field­
radio, in the corner farthest from the door. 

We are on top of a hill overlooking a massive 
valley, and the broad window looks out on to the 
sky. 

T I ];I E ~ 

The present • 



NOTE FOR DIRECTORS 

DOG? STUBB and FAWCETT are Englishmen. 
FAWCETT's parentage is uncertain. but he is 
certainly Welsh stock, as we hear from his accent~ 
perhRps born in British Columbia. illegitimate. 
STUBB is a Londoner by birth; he worked in a London 
'wood-yard until he walked out on his wife. DOG is 
a Somerset man, with the cha~acteristic strong burr. 

These three men probably came together in one 
of the ·trapper's towns, perhaps Eskimo Point; or 
in a military area like Mackenzie Bay where casual 
labour is ~eeded. Or they may have met in Montrea1 9 
before any of them took a chance and came north. 
However they met, a common'quality brought them 
together: loneliness and lack of ties. 

They are on a mission here but exactly what 
it is even they don't know. There is only a radio 
connecting them to the other side of the valley. 
They've learned the rudimen~s of trapping to pass 
the time, and they try to imagine themselves real 
trappers or even good prospectors from fifty or a 
hundred years ago. 

Relevant to this play are the following 
quotations from SIR BERNARD LOVELL, Jodrell Bank 
Astronomical Station~ . 

'In the case of certain experiments which are 
now possible the initial steps could produce 
irremediable results 000. 

fA modification of conditions in space could 
influence the mental conditions of mankind •••• 

'It seems almost that we are moving towards 
the proof of the old and universal belief that 
connected the moon with madness.' 
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INDEX OF TERMS 

White-trap~ing is trapping by laying strychnine 
poisoningQlllegal because the husky dogs can pick 
it up. A trapper's word for trencherous. 

Smudge is a fire lit near the hut to keep mosquitoes 
away: it smoulders gently day and night. . 

Cache is a structure on poles to keep provisions 
on, so that the grizzly bears can't climb up and 
take it at night. 

PAS was a famous prospector's station earlier this 
century; saloons, whorehouses, a few shops (for 
rye whisky). PRINCE GEORGE W8S the same. ESKIMO 
POINT and CHURCHILL were where the trappers traded 
their pelts. Radiun was found at ECHO·POINT p as 
the play says. BARKERVILLE mentioneq in Act II 
with ridicule was a shanty town from the goldrush 
days. 

¥itchblend are --- a kind of gold; assay means to 
est this ore in the laboratory; it cost five pounds 

in the Twenties. 

de luxe pros¥ectors were the speculators, not the 
men who did he actual prospecting and staking out 
of the ground .• 

white-fox --- the foxes trapped in the snowy regions. 

3n¥ekok and torngarsoak --- terms from Esk1mo 
my hoiogy which are explained in the play. 

the old telegraphic trail --- this first telephonic 
trail in the NW territories was laid by trappers, 
mostly by a Frenchman on horseback. The flowers 
mentioned in the play are those actually to oe 
found there. 

cockroach --- adapted from the Italian as slang for 
priest. 

lacer old in .. the ravel bars of the river --- the 
river beds were dredged for go d; placer means the 
sands or gravel bed th8t cont8ined valuable minerals. 

tailings --- refuse from the gold-dredging. 

1 , 
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King Prempel --- an Ashanti king on the Gold Coast 
of Africa who massacred people and used their blood 
for paint. 

Gillis's Grave --- where three trappers died in 
mysterious circumstances without a mark on their 
bodies w leaving their hut as described in the play; 
a true story. 
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STUBB 

DOG 

STUBB 

DOG 

FAWCETT 

I. 

It is late-morning on R sparkling clear 
day and light is pouring through the door. 

STUBB and FAWCETT sit on their beds, their 
heads in .their hands? dosing gloomily. 

STUBB is sm81l and round, FAWCETT slim and 
clean-shaven. FAWCETT's long, slim face 
always seems stf-l.rtled 9 STUBB looks round in 
a gingerly way, like a man on the run. 

" 

Silence. 

FAWCETT starts, looks towards the door, 
his eyes wide, then relaxes again. 
STUBB opens his eyes slowly and stares at 
the door9 too. He suddenly grabs FAWCETT's 
arm, and FAWCETT jumps in a terrified way. 

It's him! 

They scramble to the door. There is 
the sound of steps and heavy breathing 9 
and of something ·being drAgged. 

(delighted) Dog! 

What you got, Dog ? 

DOG, an enormous figure of a m8n, with 
8 wild beard and bushy red hair, enters 
dragging an ammunition box. 
He has a wild and yet abRshed look which 
makes him squint up his eyes frequently. 

(watching DOG as he drags the box in) Gunshot? 

(wiping his brow as he lets the box fall) That's 
right ! 

How's Dave ? 

OK ! 

(with his Quick hunted look) See Mrs. D8.ve ? 

No ! 

Isn't she there ? 

l 
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I 
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STUBB 

DOG 

FAWCETT 

DOG 

STUBB 

DOG 

2. 

She's there, I think! He talks about her 

Where'd you kip down9 Dog? 

Dave's. In the shop. Behind the gr,Elin 
he keeps the rats ! 

You didn't even glimpse her? 

where 

Well --- (blinking) I thought I did --- once 

(warmly) You did ? Where ? 

Just --- disappearing round the hut. I thought so. 
(Sitting on the box9 still wiping hfmselfJ He just 
calls her Mrs. Dave --- I think" 

(fixing him with his eyes) What's she look like, 
Dog ? 

I didn't really glimpse her --- just an idea --­
like a feeling. (After a pause) On the plump side, 
maybe. (Bursting out) Why couldn't she come out 
and shake my hand ? 

The others look at him sympathetically • 

Are we' scarecrows or something? 

She might have been down the lake. 

She was there. (Pausing again) She must have been 
there! He sRid --- 'See that hut ? ~t's where 
she is !' 

DElve sRid that ? 

Yes ! 

(quickly) They're not married? 

Married? He said she was a schoolteacher, come 
from Winnipeg 9 to help him with the children. He 
never clApped eyes on her before ! 

But he cnlled her Mrs. Dave ! 

She didn't come out and shRke me by the hand,that's 
all I knowl That's just like him --- keep her back 
like that. (Pausing) I don't go across that valley 
often. It's a twenty-mi~e hike! And if you don't 
keep to the path ---I (makes a .meaning gesture --­
of being shot) 
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DOG 

FAWCETT 

DOG 

3. 

,You got supper 811 right ? 

Oh, yes 
time. 

You know how he is. Grinning all the 

Did you get the mail ? 

(scornfully) M8il! NO g I missed it. 'I thought, 
to hell, I'm not waiting all morning for that 

You'd have had to wAit two ye8rs 9 mAybe ! 

Shut up 

FAWCETT Rnd STUBB cease watching him, 
and 81so sit down. 
Husky-dogs bArk in the distAnce~ Then 
it is quiet again. 

Dave's huskies ---

A pAuse~ 

(to DOG) We knew you was there all right by the 
dogs --- right to the minute, like always. 

DOG nods indifferently • 

(Glumly) You didn't see nobody? 

DOG shAkes his head like a child, 
pouting and almost in tears. 

He just left the food out. And a bed. (Lips 
quivering) Like 8 leper ! 

STUBB and FAWCETT look At him 
sympatheticAlly. 

You didn't see him or hear him? 

DOG shakes his head. 

But you got 8 glimpse of the dame 9 you said! 

(blinking doubtfullY9 unwilling to let him down) 
Well •.•• 

(eagerly) Did you? 

I thought I did •••. 

, 
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4.-

(with contempt) 'Thought'! 

(Rngrily) 
YArds aW8Y 

They stick me in a hut five hundred 
Barbed wire nll round 

(in Astonishment) Barbed wire ? 

It seemed to gleAm like bared wire 

(his eyes glinting and fascinated) You could have 
crawled up --- t8ken a peek At this dRme ! (Suddenly 
cackling with lnughter) She might have fallen in 
love with your beard! 

(leering) I'm tired. 

(half to himself) Barbed wire • • • 

Well t I'm net sure. (Trying to make a definite 
picture) I know he's got [1 gun trained on the 
cabin door? for when you try And get neAr him. 
That's for certain! 

(nodding) And why else would he send his son up 
here with the flail? He could give it to you 
himself ! 

Th8t's right 

He don't w8nt you peeking at his dames !. 

He wants you up here --- going crazy 
try and break out --- ! 

(interrupting him) Shut up ! 

And if you 

(his indignation directed at DOG) Even (1 walk's 
not Rllowed! We cnn fish a mile offshore 9 Rnd 
three miles out there's the finest fishing in the 
North West Territories ! 

(gazing at him steadily) You eat too much fish, 
F2wcett. It makes you lustful. 

A pause. 

(with the same implied blame on DOG) These guns 
are to shoot Ett .E,Qople --- not cre8tures ! 

Even Dave don't know why we're here 9 I reckon. 
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STUBB 
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STUBB 
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FAWCETT 

DOG 

STUJ3B 

DOG 

STUBB 

FAWCETT 

DOG 

He gets his pRy packet once [l month but he don't 
know where from and it's dead money becAuse he 
can't spend on trees And lAke-wAtero which is all 
he's got --- Rnd 8 whore he keeps locked up ! 

If he goes to town he's 8 de8d mnn inside an hour, 
he told us so himself! No police investigation9 
'suicide while of unsound mind 9 , he snid so himself. 
(DreAmily) Or WAS thAt Long Martin? 

He says we're unsafe., thRt I do know. 

(grudgingly interested) Unsafe? 

We've got it in our bodies --- ! 

(alarme d) What? 

It's working in our bones, it's 

Shut up! (Then quietly) I've told you before, 
them towers hRs ears (with a glance outside). 

(in a lower voi.ce) I'll tell you something, every 
creature knows why he's on the earth but we don't, 
we don't belong, the birds don't seem to like us, 
it isn't our furniture if you see what I mean, all 
these trees and that ---I 

(quietly ag8in) 
Dog. 

You're Fawcett o He's Stubbe I'm 

That's not your name 

It's the aptest nRme I ever had, cockroach. 

We're not trappers ---

(f18ring up Again) We're three trappers~ get that 
into your nut! We trap, those are our pelts, 
they're what we sleep under, therefore we're 
trappers! We're trnppers in trapping country 

Except we're under orders. To 8 man under orders. 

~¥03?y:&M:t:tg WG gor=-~\A govB*rnme=nt-1"m3ue. TiTe-s-h'8'ek-, 
\'he-t¥frpS, tA€ g~-- And how do you account~~o~r 
the concrete ? 

It's just there f cockroach.' ld'~E1 d~ fOl goverm19Jat\\ 
ogs.v.e rniIlG ITt 1 S Ctr~ 0 S'lJfu§ ~-y tt-I"e-fl'm(ffl i t-&Il'ee-i-iil 
h'rs I heu--d'd~e-A'~ 
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DOG 

STUBB 

DOG 

They give up in puzzlement. 
A op8.use. 

6. 

Suddenly STUBB nudges FAWCETT to tell 
DOG something. 

(remembering) It's the fifteenth of July, Dog. I 
worked it out. 

(to DOG) He sAys it's ~lection day. I said I 
thought the eighteenth. 

(suspiciouslY9 to FAWCETT) Why --- you anxious .to 
step into my boots ? 

'(with his startled look) Me? 

Is he right, Dog ? 

Sure it's election dAY! (Again to FAWCETT) You 
never miss 9 do you? 

It's our constitution! We Agreed on it ! 

ThAt's not why you remember 

Why, then? 

(turning away, blinking) Jenlousy! 

The other two are silent in 8 
contrite way. 

(suddenlyo sniffing) I smell grizzly 

(h8lf to himself) Like hell you do ! 

They was round 12st night, Dog. They near on 
climbed the cache. 

That's for Fawcett to mend! (Without looking at 
FAWCETT) He'll be fixing a lAdder for rem next t 

(jokingly) They can stamp you to pulp, Fawcett 

(harshly, to FAWCETT) And look At this door! 'How 
many more nights Are you going to barricAde us in" 
with snowshoes? And the window! (Turning away 
impatiently, since FAWCETT shows no sign of 
responding) 
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STUBB 

DOG 

STUBB 

DOG 

STUBB 

FAWCETT 

7. 

Remember that sunmer we saw steRm coming up from a 
hole, it WAS After 8 thaw, it must have been the 
spring, nnd D8ve jumped straight down into a 
grizzly's 18p ? 

And the grizzly didn't even wake up 

(waking up suddenly) 
Dave's R bloody liar 

Well. so DAve SRYS, but 
! 

He's kept you in provisions for 8. couple or three 
years, sweetheart, and hasn't overcharged. You 
tAke the name of the Provider in vain and he might 
not provide any more. 

Well, I reckon he don't do it for nothing. 

We all do it for nothing. 

We ~ nothing. that's true 

(still to FAWCETT) He showed you how to make a 
cache.. He tRught you 8.11 you know. How to stretch 
the pelts. L8Y the traps. Cle8.n your guns. Keep 8. 
smudge against mosquitoes. What's wrong with that 
--- did you w8.nt his blood as well ? 

(to DOG) But he couldn't introduce you to his 
whore ! 

There is silence .• Then DOG gets up 
wearily. 

O.K. Let's get it done with ! 

The others rise CIS well. 

As if we didn't know --- ! 

(cutting him short angrily) Well, if you know, 
waive the formalities --- but there's him 
(indiCAting FAWCETT) to contend with! 

O.K. 9 O.K. 

Well, get it done with --- who's ch8irman ? 

Fawcett. 

It's always me. Because I get no votes. O.K. ---
8 show of confidence for me, by r8.ising the hand. 
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STUBB 

FAWCETT 

DOG 

FAWCETT 

DOG 

FAWCETT 

8. 

He WAits? but neither of the other 
two rRises his hand. 

(thre8tening) WhY9 you mean couple of --­

Get on with it 

For Stubbe A show of hHnds. 

DOG raises his hand. 

(reluctantly) For last yeAr's Dog! A show of 
hRnds. 

Only STUBB raises his hAnd. FAWCETT 
keep~ his Rrms firmly 8t his side. 

(glowering at him) ThAt's one for Stubb and one 
for me --- so you decide! Stubb's our Dog 9 is 
th8t it ? 

FAWCETT hesit8tes. 

Wel1 9 come on ---! It's Stubb you want 

HE and FAWCETT stnnd glaring at 
eRch other. 

I'll give you ten seconds! What's it to be ? 

At last FAWCETT raises his h8.nd~ 
still glaring at DOG. 

Thank you 

Just what I snid ! 

(to DOG) WRS I going to vote him Dog (meaning 
STUBB) ? 

Don't blnme me for it, that's 811! (Sitting down 
again) It's circumstAnce~. 

I've never seen you raise your hand for ~, that's 
811 ! 

\ 
(mildly) You're power-hungry, Fawcett, that's why! 
You'd be starving us of fires 8t night Clnd keeping 
the pelts to yourself if we made you Dog. 

And where did you get your education --- at the 
whorehouse reading-room down at FAS ? 
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DOG 

STUBB 

DOG 

STUBB 

DOG 

STUBB 

DOG 

FAWCETT 

STUBB 

9.· 

Oh p listen to thAt --- he's bitter! ListenQif you 
want to be Dog take it --- I'll call you Dog 8 
hundred times a dny ~-- but that wouldn't be free 
ele ction, w ould it ? 

(quietly) O.K. 9 O.K., you're Dogo 

The SRme every year (with 8 sigh) ! 

They relax ngain9 yawning, scratching 
themselves? gazing before them. 
Suddenly there is A distant shot from 
across the valley. 

(jumping up furiously) She's shootin', for Christ's 
sRke! Dave's whore! Like n man! (Turning to 
STUBB) She's laying trap-lines like 8 man --- yet 
she couldn't shake me "l?y the hand --- ! 

O.K., take it eAsy! 

What's she shootin' At ---' can ·you tell me that? 

(with a w.ink at FAWCETT) A timber-wolf. 

(taking him seriously) A timber-wolf~ myarse ! So 
that's how it's going to be from now on --- show in , 
us. she's there! A woman! In trousers! Talkin' 
with A gun! 

There is silence while he stands 
glaring across the valley, with 
A very slight bewilderment in his 
FInger. 

(looking aW8Y) You're bushed 

'Woman'! It's nowhere I CAn see It's just 
rolls of fat ! 

(with immediElte fierce interest) Is thctt how she 
looks ? 

DOG shrugs. 

I think she I s thin 9 with glasse s' on --- (Gazing 
before him) 

And I think she's---fattish --- I agree with Dog 
fattish with lovely ---

l 
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DOG 

DOG 

FAWCETT 

DOG 

FAWCETT 

DOG 

STUBB 

FAWCETT 

STUBB 

DOG 

FAWCETT 

DOG 

FAWCETT 

STUBB 

DOG 

FAWCETT ---

IO. 

That's enough! (Contemptuously) stop thinking --­
thinkers! (striding up Bnd down) ThRt's no woman! 

(glancing Across the valley 8S if it had 
contradicted him) A wom2n carries her flesh, well, 
(quietly) like A kind of angel. Like we was reading 
nboutp rem~mber (looking down at STUBB Rnd FAWCETT)? 

It's 8lways nngels or something! Angels nre men .. 
nnyhow. 

(turning on him) They're ft~ sex 

Angels? They're boys ! 

Tell him, Stubb ! 

I seem to remember they're both. Q8briel, like we 
was re8ding --- WAS he 8 he or 8 she ? 

A he. 

The two f811en Angels, that started up hell, was 
women, I seem to remember. 

(striding agnin) Women 
day ---! (To FAWCETT) 
down at Pas ? 

Do I ? 

I've seen women in my 
Remember Flnming Ethel 

(to STUBB) She used to keep the most miniaturest 
revolver you1ve ever seen in her stocking, and she 
never took it out~ it W8S there All the time and you 
had the feeling it might go off ---! Remember 
thAt ? 

ThAt's right ! 

Silence, 8S they about this f smiling. 

I Always used to think you got like the air when 
you came up here --- clenr all the way through, 
like you see Dave's cabin of a morning on the other 
side of the v811eY9 like a piece of cnnvas. (A 
pause) Did you think so, too? 

No. (Another pause) Yes, I did. 

So did I. 
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DOG 

FAWCETT 

11.< 

And it didn't h8ppen. We're getting bushed --- El 
bit more every dRY ---

So whAt keeps you here? (GlRring at them both) 
You're a couple of lRme ducks! You're lousy 
drunks! You sit st n tsble with 8 couple of pints 
of rye in your guts and because the dice SEtys six 
you uccch ! 

You did the same 0 

In fAct, you 18id the bet. 

(imitating them) 'You laid the bet? you lAid the 
bet' --- I 81wRYs get thAt! You hnd it in your 
f8ces~ you couple of white-tr8pping lice --- you 
Rsked for t hElt six 

(to STUBB) Listen to thAt ! 

You think you're strong --- wh<1t's strong about 
Signing up for voluntary imprisonment for five 
years --- without .~ prison, without <1 sentence 9 

without 8 crime? 

(uncomfort8bly) It tAkes strength --- don't it ? 

No, it's just pigheaded and proud. thnt's what! 
It's just conceit! And when you get bAck to Pas 
8nd p18nt yourself in Amy's whorehouse Rnd don't 
need your trousers for 8 week ! 

(laughing) ThAt's good! 

Who's going to look at you? Who's gOing to 
remember? Who'll even know your nRme? CRn you 
tell me that? Will Amy be there? They'll all 
be dead! The saloon won't be there where you threw 
the dice! 'Five years' 

Thnt's the beAuty of it. 

That's right --- talk to me 8bout beauty 

There won't be anybody there. Nobody'll remember. 
There'll just be us. 

That's right9 thinker! 

There'll just be our lives, like signing your name 
in WAter, 8S somebody said down at PAS when I W8S 
prospecting. 

-, ------~ 
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STUBB 

DOG 

STUBB 

DOG 

STUBB 

DOG 

I 2. 

Just between yourself find God. if you follow me ! 

Oh~ I follow you, I've been following you for near 
on three yeflrs --- (bellowing 2t the top of his 
voice) but I wRnt some NOISE --- some reAl NOISE, 
do you hear me, not your voices any more --- some 
NOISE ! 

There is Rnother shot in the dist8nce. 
DOG gflpes in the direction it C2me from. 

You got your noise ~ mflte. (Wi th 8. wink A t FAWCETT) '! 

WhAt does she meAn --- ?' (He stops, trying to puzzle 
something out) 

You're bushed. 

(with 8 sigh) Every election dRy there's something 
crRzy ! 

(turning on him f-lgFlin) And th8t 1 S because of me, 
I suppose (Scornfully) Electing me Dog What 
a n8me ! 

It was your name. We'll spell God the wrong WRy 
round, you sRid. 

You've certflinly been that! God the wrong way 
round ! 

(squinting at him dangerously) Meaning Ifm the 
devil ? 

(with fear) I didn't me8n eX[lctly thFtt 

(to DOG) He means like he snid the other night. 

What W8S that ? 

About you running messages between God and us. 

(nppeased) Oh, that! (Looking out f-lcross the 
valley ag8in) There might be something in thst. 

A pRuse. 

Cnn you see the flAg ? 

No. 
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13. 

Put your telescope up. 

(Quietly) WhY9 who's going to write you mail? 

It was that last letter --- I 

There we go ! 

(almost in tears) WhAt's she hRve to rub it in for? 
She don't have to write! It makes me think 
of the kitch~n9 where's she sitting. And her ---
front ---

(mournfully 9 as if they'd heard it a hundred times 
before) Oh! 

(in tears) What am I doing here? I don't remember 
what happened ! 

A cool son-of-a-bitch happened! 

(in a strange reasoning way) He wasn't coo1 9 mate 
he was on the same bench ---

Yes, yes ! 

We used to give each other 

--- 'a smoke at teatime!' (With disgust) Oh, 
Christ 

We did 

(to himself) Five years! (Glaring at both of them) 
And where's it going to get you? I'll tell you 
where --- where it got the boys at Gillis's Grave. 
down at Manson Creek ! 

(with his startled look) What's that? 

Never hear ? 

No. 

There was 8 couple of trappers --- they'd been 
trapping ten years or more. Found dead, sitting up 
against a coupl"e of trees, each side of a dead fire p 

froze stiff, they was nearly covered over with 
autumn leaves 9 they'd been sitting there a long 
time, all winter long ---

J 
1 

..... ~ 
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Yes, I think I heard ---

There was a rusty frying pan by the fire. A few 
yards on there was the other one ---

There was three ? 

That's right. He was leaning against a tree, too. 
His rifle was cocked, none of the bullets was fired. 
Not 8 mark on their faces. Just sitting there. 
Their hut was a couple of hundred yards up the hill. 
The door was swinging open. There was a bundle of 
letters nailed to the table. 

What did the letters say ? 

They was eaten by rats. 

That's the way to go out --- like Flaming Ethel 
used to say down at PAS, 'Just sit and fall asleep'! 

(to DOG) They could have got some white bait in 
their food strychnine kills strAight off. 

How do you get white bait in a frying pRn ? 
I 

A moose comes along and gets trapped 

What? Would you cut up a moose you hadn't shot? 

They might have been desper8te ! 

In the middle of summer? With all the fish in the 
lake ? 

Oh, this was summer ? 

How else would they be sitting out there --- how else 
would they be going along the traps at all? It's 
only nuts like you who stay out in the wintertime 
and have to have the frostbite rubbed out of their 
fingers ! 

(to FAWCETT) And how arout the letters? How did 
they get nailed on t~ table if they didn't know 
something beforehand ? 

Thatts right ! 

Because they didn't have any rat-food and the rats 
had to est something! (He cackles with laughter) 

(with disgust) Tn9 t's why yout~e never Dog --- ! 
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15 •. 

Why ? 

Because you can't be damned-well serious You've 
got that cackle at the end of everything 
(imitating him) ha! ha! ha! If I do go 
bushed, it'll be your long face sent me 

You was bushed before you ever set foot in Prince· 
Ge orge 9 melte 

I was bushed to set foot in Amyts whorehouse and 
get to know you ! 

Me And Long Martin had just sold two hundred fox at 
Eskimo Point for eighteen hundred dollars, remember 
that ? 

(relaxing) You could have got double the price at 
Churchill ! 

We was in a hurry ! 

(to STUBB) You and Long Martin must helve looked 8. 

scream together, setting the traps --- the long and 
the short of it ! 

(comically) I have my dignity. 

You need it, mate ! 

The biggest let-down I ever had was when they 
found radium at Echo Point. I must have walked over 
thAt ground about fifty thousand time.s! It took 
five pounds to have a bit of pitchblend ore assayed 
in those days and I didn't have it --- I didn't even 
have 8 couple of cents! Th8t was 8 big rush. 
Eldorado Gold Mine shares went up to eighteen 
shillings 8. share! They all came in aeroplanes, 
all the de luxe prospectors ! 

Silence. 

Did you SAY Dave's whore has rolls of fat? 

That's it 

From just a glimpse ? 

(with a wink at STUBB) I can tell from the way she 
fires a gun ! 

STUBB Ha ! 
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16. 

That's not tall and thin! That's 8 heavy 
domineering type of woman ! 

Yes ? 

(with authority) In any c8se p she lays white traps. 

,;'.( sud-de-nly-rej"e-c-ting-thts) To he-ll wi-thyou 
. bec8use you found a dead fox from l8st wint 

On her line 

Wh8.t does that 
I wouldn't put 

why! Young Dave 

(to FAWCETT) What's wrong in a white trap anyway? 

What ? 

I'm getting to think it's better. 

Well,' listen to that --- he's been trapping and 
stretching pelts for three years and he suddenly 
gets humane ! 

You know it yourself. mate --- the animals suffer, 
they bite off their legs, they starve to death, 
they're eaten alive by their own kind, sitting in 
a trap like that. I reckon 8 real man don't do 
that, for money or anything else. 

(suspiciously) So that's it? I've heard you use 
them words before ---! (Squinting at him) You 

STUBB looks Questioningly at FAWCETT. 

(to STUBB) He means 'real man.' 

(blinking at DOG) What? 

(still smouldering) Should we all be sitting down 
in Montre81 writing accounts --- is that it ? 

, ~j \v:~ 
We could run mink farms ---~ fox farms. It's 
the big thing in the south 

The pelts aren't so good 

They sell all right 

1 

'1 
I 
I 
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A silence 9 du.ring which DOG continue s 
to squint his eyes dRngerously at 
STUBB, who begins to look uncomfortable. 

(quietly) I'm not quite a 'real man' --- is that 
it ? 

He didn't SRY thAt , 
(turning round on him) Keep your mouth shut! (He 
slowly puts his hand on his rifle, still staring at 
STUBB) 

(frightened but without moving 
Now 9 then, Dog. 

in [t whisper) 

I know what's in your mind! (Grips hold of the 
r~fle) You mean I'm a pouf, eh ? 

D~op that ! 

.. STUBB has his eye s fixe d on the 
gun in R terrified way. 

Dog ---

Suddenly DOG picks the rifle up as if 
to point it 8nd STUBB dashes to his 
feet. 

(trying to reach over) Drop it 

DOG lifts the rifle Rnd begins to . 
sight it calmly. STUBB is trembling 
8.11 over. 

(running) Dog! Dog! Stop him, F8wcett, for 
Christ's setke ! 

He see.s DOG tAking aim And in desperation 
doubles himself up on the floor, showing 
his behind, monning and trembling. DOG 
takes aim on his behind. FAWCETT watches 
him with horror. 

Dog, you can't ---- You cRn't ---

Just at the moment DOG is about to pull . 
the trigger there is anothe·r shot from 
8cross the valley, but closer. STUBB 
lets out a scream, t8king himself as shot. 
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Oh, Christ! Oh 9 Christ! (Rolling over) Hefs 
got me, Fawcett o oh, Christ 

DOG lowers his gun slowly, watching 
him in R f8scinAted W8Y 9 his heRd ·on 
one side. FAWCETT 81so watches him. 

Hets done it, he's done it, oh 9 Christ 9 I knew he'd 
do it one day (crying) ! 

DOG creeps over Bnd touches STUBB on 
the behind with his foot. 

(t8king it 8S another blow) Oh, no, for Christ's 
sake, no ~-- no more 9 mate! 

(quietly) Get up, m8te. He didn't fire. 

STUBB looks up, 8stonished. DOG is 
towering over him. 

(Beginning to cackle with laughter, And imitating 
STU13B) Oh, ch, he's done it, he's done it ! 
(LeAping round ~s STUBB did) Oh, Christ, oh, Christ, 
I knew he'd do it, oh. Christ! (CRckling helplessly) 

There's no need to mock. 

(watching him, but abAshed) I just rAise my gun and 
you go like that ! 

Well, you have done it before, mElte. (Glumly and 
reproAchfully) And a gun's a gun, you know. 

(pointing at DOG) Look, he's ashamed 

(walking away) So he should be ! 

That's the first time you've set your sights on him, 
Dog. And yet you're supposed to be responsible ! 

(limply) Have another election, then. 

(to himself) Blimey! I thought thAt WAS the end 
of Joe Stubb all right ! 

(trying io 8.ppe8se) You're suggestible, that's all, 
mate ! 

But you ~ pointing a gun at me ! 

ThAt's it. 
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I wouldn't hAve fired. 

You neAr on did I S[--1W you ! 

(decisively) I won't stand for nomin8tion again. 

Listen to it --- pride ---

A pause during which they all 
stare glumly before them. 

O.K., I'm sorry, then. 

That's all right --- I'd like to t8ke 8 gun on ~~ 
sometimes. 

They laugh politely. 

~ (conversationally, to STUBB) This e 
'white traps --- how are you goi eep your 
huskies off the poison? A i e pack died of 
strychnine down at on Creek ten years back. 

-Don f t 

A pRuse. 

(in R hesitant W8Y) Dod you notice something? 
She's getting to see my side of things? 

The other two gaze at him in sil~nce. 

What's th8t ? 

VTho 1 s she ? 

D8.ve's whore. 

What do you mean ? 

She fired off just when she should h8ve --- did you 
notice th8t ? 

As they st8.re at him. 

All right, look at me 8S if I was crazy 

What are you talking about ? 

She fired to stop me firing. 

i 
I 

j 
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You ~ bushed 9 you know 

Whots the 'thinker' now? 

20. 

ThRt's not thinking, it's plain facts 

Oh ! 

(to STUBB) She fired to stop me killing you. 

(with An Rmused g18nce 8t STUBB) Well 4ICI4ICI. 

I'm not ~, mind you 

(to DOG) You're better in the winter-time, mate --­
not so jumpy. 

Well, it's true o It's the angekok in my, I suppose. 
(Seeming to hope that they will ask him what the 
word means) That means ••• 

(mechRnically) 'Medicine man. t 

That's right. It was the longest apprenticeship I 
ever ·served. The hardest, too. When the Eskimo 
feels he's been called he retires to a lonely place 
--- I chose Carlyle Street, Winnipeg --- I didn't 
hardly speak to a living soul for two years or more 
--- I prayed and fasted until the Torngarsoak 
appe8red -

. " . .. 

FAWCETT and STUBB both recite the 
next sentence with him, as if they 
know every word of his narrative. 

that's the great white bear. 

It CRme up in front of the iron bedstead. Yet I 
wasn't surprised. He did everything they saio, too. 
He ate me up and vomited out the pieces, Rnd these 
formed together ag8in, and the great white bear 
disappeared. They gave me a wife~ and I used to do 
all their healing. I swear I had healing powers. 

Did you use the wife ? 

The rEldio begins blinking red g 8-
device for when it is unattended. 

Not me. I've seen a few white men go native 
didn't want the lice picked out of my hair! 
the stench of those pelts in the igloos --- ! 
never really got used to it. 

I 
And 

I 
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21. 

As long as you. don't go into that Eskimo trance 
again --- eh9 Fawcett ? 

I'll S8.y ! 

Last time you looked like dead 

(quietly) We've been known to die • • • 

It lasted 811 day --- scared the balls off me ! 
You couldn't answer the radio for twenty-four hours! 

(seeing the radio) Hey, it's showing red, Dog. 

(with n scowl towards the radio) Leave it be ! 
It's Dave w8nting to 8pologise. 'I'll be up for a 
game of cards, boys!' --- he's been promising that 
for near on three years ! J 

The radio ceases to blink. 

(to STUBB) Remember that old .. telegraph trail in 
the Arctic, and all those flowers ----the blue 
lupins, s8xifrage 9 forget-me-nots, yellow Arctic 
poppies? No radio there! You h8d to lay it 81L

I by wire ! 

ThAt's right 

'Flowers'! (In a leg-pulling way) What did you 
do --- make posies ? 

A pause. 

(looking round) It's funny --- I expected her to 
fire then ! 

Why ? 

(with a shrug) I don't know! 

(to FAWCETT) She's the voice of his conscience 
Because he sneered at your flowers ! 

'Conscience' 

They listen. But nothing happens. 

(to DOG) How do you fast at Carlyle ~treet,. 
Winnipeg, Dog ? 
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He meRns he didn't eat, he only drank. (With his 
cRckle) 

(disregarding him) I used to h8ve water for breRk­
Bst. If you eRt nothing first thing it shrinks the 
stomach. Then dry bread and water for dinner o Or 
unsalted potRtoes. ThenI went on a jag Saturday Rnd 
SundRY. It usuAlly took fourteen hou~s' sleep to 
bring me round. A jag never had less effect on ~e 
in my life. ThRt was the fasting. I'll tell you 
something about fasting, I mean when you don't eat 
a thing for a couple or more weekS, only drink 
water 

Again FAWCETT Rnd STUJ3B recite with him • 

••• all your diseases come out backwards. 

(with sudden surprise) They do ? 

That's right. You get a touch of all the diseases 
you ever had, starting from the last one you had to 
the first one when you was a baby. I started with 
a dose of clap and ended up with nappy-rash 

They laugh. But Fawcett's cackle 
spoils Dog's fun. 

(still cackling) ThRt's difficult to believe ! 

It's true! Ask anybody who's fasted. It purges' 
you right through. Ask any of the shipwrecked 
fellows, they'll tell they didn't even want to eat. 
The trouble's eating agRin, you don't want it ! 

You get out of the hAbit, I suppose. 

A shot, from the SEl.me distAnce. 

(flaring up) Now ---! (TRking the shot as a 
challenge to his truthfulness) 

FAWCETT and STUBB gaze Rt each other. 

(with a wink at STUBB) What did that one mean? 

DOG is gazing across the vRlley with 
his mouth open. 

(to himself) We" I did wElnt to eat, I suppose. I 
wanted a 106 --- how's that? Not exactly food, 
but a pro onged jag. (Addressing the VAlley) Now 
is that 811 right ? 
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23. 

(to FAWCETT) Listen to it ! 

(still Rddressing the valley) I w8nted a jag --­
to --- purge myself. It was part of the fAst. I 
wRnted --- (insipidly) well~ a carnival, releAse of 
the spirit - ! 

A shot. 

The devil --- ? Why, you ---

The others sit stAring At him. 

But it's :.true --- it's --- (He stops) 

(another wink fit STUBB) Is it true ? 

(wearily) No. I just wAnted 8 jAg, th8t's all. 
Just to get disgusting drunk And flop out on 8 bed. 
Like suicide for hRlf-R-day. 

He stares emptily before him. 
They listen. Silence. 

ThRt seemed like the truth ! 

You're bushed ! 

(eAgerly) I'll try 3n experiment t I'll --­
(StBring.:Across the valley) 

(SCAred) Keep your hand off that gun, that's 811 

I'll see if we're tuned! 

Wh8t ? 

(spe8k"ing in the dire ction of the vRlley) Fire 
in ten seconds ---

Hey! (Superstitions aroused) 

Sssh! (He quickly rends his watch) Five --­
Six --- ! 

They listen. A shot. 

(excited) What was that --- WAS that ten seconds? 
God Above! Who's bushed now 9 eh ? 

About seven seconds. 
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It's neRr enough! Wake up, Stubb 

(with disgust) Oh, Christ ---

24. 

(to the v8lley) Fire when I say --... (turning to 
FJ\.V1CETT) Who was thnt in the bible-reading last 
night ? 

Eh ? 

The guardiAn angel the one who brings peace 
you said she WAS a man and Stubb said she was R 
wom8n --- ! 

Oh, G8.briel ! 

A shot. 

ThAt's it! (Jumping up and down) By Christ, I 
didn't menn her to be that eX8ct -~- I --- ! 

(shaking his he8d) Look at it, just look at it 

That's the word I me8nt --- I me8nt her to fire on 
Gabriel --- ! 

A shot. 

Blimey 

(beyond himself) That's it! That's it Oh 9 
Christ, that's it 

(wary for the first time) Listen --- you'd better 
stop ---

Gabriel! (A shot) GAbriel 

(frightened) Now shut up ! 

Gab --- ! 

(A shot) 

Shut up Do you hear me? Shut up ! 

(panting) O.K. But --- don't sny I'm wrong Eh? 
(To STUBB) Who's wrong About the shots? 

Just calm down! If it t S true or not donor t make 
any difference --- just calm down 

Silence. They gaze before th3m 
and gradually calm 'returns. 

~~~ -'-Ii(~\~', 
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25. 

~~~~-~~])~~e'" --- ! 

Impossible? I told you the story of Gillis's Grave 
--- strAnge things happen up here ---

O.KG': O.,K.! 

(still excited) --- letters eaten away by rats --­
not a mark on their bodies --- door leaning open 

That's funny we should have talked about Gab --- ! 

8ssh 

What ? 

G ---

Stubb 

(almost whispering) Gabriel. 

A shot. He jumps. 

Blimey 

There ! 

(to himself) Blimey ---

·(to FAWCETT) Don't talk to me about impossible 
8fter th8t ! 

(trembling) Well, just don't let's say that word 
again, that's 811 ! 

Why ~ot? I thought you was silence's best friend! 
HJnt il i 15 ftA-J?pe-rts-!-Jjrke-t'fr~eorrnon-t-r.re--:t, 

Don't say that! 

Just a little wave 

(pleading) No, pleas 

(to DOG) L~~lone 
I did al~ could I I --- , 
~ ... 

(j;.e DOG) You' v_e_<).o.ne-i.:t-noW-ljJ 

~ ~ 
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26. 

(almost in tears) I could hear her 
say you can't shout when you're drowning b 
did! A kind of a long call, like a moa or a 
crooning noise, like an Indian calling -- she went 
up and down in the water --- she lost er foothold, 
you see --- she was being taken fur er and further 
off - well, I'm just standing ther. --- I just 
start to wade in with my hands s etched out, can 
you imagine that ? --- whnt a t ing to do! And 
she was fifty yards away! A I couldn't swim 
there I was stretching out hands --- ! 

If you couldn't swim 
ashamed of ---

nothing to be 

But I was so ashRmed f Then all of a sudden the 
lifeguard came down ith a boat --- it was off 
Vancouver Island ---

You said a lRke~ 
Vancouver Island, I said! And he pushes the boat 
out --- he t iEes hold of her arms and pulls her in 
--- I never seen a life saved so easy! He even 
rowed wit one hand! And all I did WRS stand ffild 
watch he was thin --- with glasses on ---

Island'! They all come here with tpeir 
expect the air to wear 'em 'down --- but 

.e-J:..l-;-&09.-4eT-g:i."ve-m~4; t·8_~ J ~ In three years 
of nCll8€ you'd think he'd have spoken. 

Who ? . 

God. 

(with a twinkle) He just ain't talkative v mate 

He's talkative all right to them with ears 

Me8ning --- ? 

You've been on many a jag since your cockroach-days, 
F8wcett 9 and you haven't asked forgiveness for ~! 

It's OoK. for you. 
believe ? 

You was never in the cloth, I 

\ ; 
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27~ 

Cloth be damned! Cloth don't chAnge R mAn! 

(with sly humour) What's wrong with A cockroach 
hRving R drop of --- ? 

(persuAsively) It's A mission! It's a trust! 
ThAt

'
S why! And I fAiled the trust! Can't you 

see th8t ? 

You WAsn't cut out for the life, mate 9 that's a~l 

(reminiscing pleasantly) Remember we used to 
fish of 8 Sunday --- regular --- tAke a boat on 
the lAke --- hElve the days 811 m8rked up --- Monday 
for washing --- Tuesdays for the cache --­
Wednesday the pelts and Dave 1 s store --- those were 
early dRYS ! 

That' s right 

(reflecting) I used to run 8 communion-class and a 
child asked me once, 'Why can't we see the rest of 
God r s body ?' I SFlid 9 'Wh8t do you me8n ?' 9 and 
he SAid, 'We can see Godts face in the moon, why 
can't we see the rest of him?' And do you know 
what I said ? 

No ? 

I said, 'What you see is the fAce of A man? your 
own fAce~ reflected in the moon~' 

I thought God was 8 copper when I was 8 kid. The 
night was his dark-blue uniform~ when he came up 
close~ to see you was all right when you was asleep. 

(to FAWCETT) And now you know better? 

That's right. Now I know that that child was right. 

A p8use. 

(in a matter-of-fRct wny) A policeman came to the 
door and he said, 'I hear you've been getting 
violent?' And I sRidS! 'Oh?' He said, "Yes, the 
wife'S been down to the station, she says she wants 
protection,' I told him about the lodger, with 
his long b18ck cOFlt, and he said they'd drop the 
case. All I did was take my belt off,show her the 
belt. But her going down to the station finished 
me. It was like the fireplace walking out of the 
bRck door. I've never felt warm since ! 
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28. 

There's a Judas ever~vhere. 

I couldn't go bRck now. I'd be --- sick! That 
fireplace with the little black bars in front --­
the wey the clock ticks of a Saturday afternoon --­
my waistcoRt used to smeil of wood shRvings, from 
the mill, it v.sed to get in m"y h8ir. (Looking at 
the others) You've SAddled ¥ours~lves with this 
for life. Dying can't be much different. You 
CAn't go bAck now. He'd shoot you dead." And 
nobody 1 d be the wiser. 

There's EllwRys 8 woman in it. Not women --- just 
one wom8n. The sflme one every time. (Nodding 
towards the v811ey) There she is Rgain --- the 
same one. 

Who do yen re qkon this WlrS., D8ve is ? 

She come from Winnipeg --- that's all 
She's so brainy she""s evil, he snid, 8nd 
hnndy with C1 gun ! 

Because there was C1 schoolteacher do at Pas, too 
--- had 8 big let-down in love, ong Mnrtin said. 
Suppose this is her ? 

Long Martin's a liar. He's 81 
in the North West Territorie • 
houses in Fort Churchill. 81 

the biggest pimp 
He runs three whore­
to my knowledge. 

That's what he SAid, she had a big lov~-
hitch. 

(to DOG) He was no imp when We was prospecting 
together, that's a I know! 

But he :found trfl~ng-WRS slow money --- he needed 
a lot of hot m ~~~ illegal ! 

That's hels [1 pimp. 

Flaming Ethel told him over 8t Pas ! 

Ove at Pas --- that's where tall stories are 
hn ched! Down at Fort st. John or Hudson's Hope 
y u don't heRr of whorehouses ! 

F1Rming Ethel says he pulled out a wad of fifty­
dollar bills --- threw it across the table --- said 
keep it You don't get that trapping! 
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t sne sald he didn't touch the cards RIl Wee$~He 
wa. s 100ki.ng. roun. d for whi te ;tx.~ff~e tiWe • 
SJl@ ... toJ..d-l;J,.~ off girlS. Th~1 

(e8gerly) I feel like slipping across the valley 
tonight and knocking at her cabin-door. She might 
throw me the key! Then I'll slip it in --- the 
key I me8.n! (He c8ckle s with laughter) 

DOG looks at him with disgust. 
FAWCETT.'s laughter subsides 2nd he 
begins looking surreptitiously at 
his pack on the ground. 

(w8.tch~ng him closely And tAlking to STUBB) I do 
believe hets serious, my God! 

(hesitantly) I thought for 8 night --- I ---

You'll stny here! We're not having 8 week of 
wailing and gnashing of teeth, is that right, Stubb? 

ThElt's right. 

If you want a jag go down to PelS and stElY there 8 
week --- break your bet --- but you're not turning 
this valley into your vicarRge --- ! 

Vic8rAge (starting towards him) You --- ! 

Watch it 

(drawing back beCAuse of DOG's grim look) All I 
wanted to do was tell you what she's like 

Go down in the day time 9 feast your eyes and come 
back. But we're not having you try and get us to 
burn your hands with f18ming logs and Christ knows 
whnt else --- tie y'our h8nds up and whip your back­
side --- sling soil 811 over your fnce --- no, sir ! 

(to DOG) Remember him putting A sack over his he8d 
thRt's wh8t he thought sackcloth snd ashes 

was! Blimey,you ought to helve seen his face 

(to DOG) I.need a jag! 

You need the remorse after, too. But you~re not 
getting it up here. Not while I'm Dog. You want 
to brenk the bet, go down 2nd break it, stay at 
Amy's for n couple of weeks, she'll give you plenty 
to gnash your teeth 8bout; and 8 d03 e of s9mething9 
too, . 

" 
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30. 

I never had a vicarage. Your education don't stretch 
that far~t seems. 

(laughing) It'd be some vicarage 
on every floor ! 

(smiling unwillingly) 'Cubicles' 

With cubicles 

Remember those cubicles at Prince/George with 
the boys answering each other over the walls ? 

And the trapper from Eskimo Bay who sat on the bed 
and just looked at her for a couple of hours f and 
paid double the price and went aWRY? There's a 
lot of strange love in the human breast ! 

That's righ t. 

I'll tell you something. Before I came up here I 
thought I'd have a tough time. ~~t just> 
a tsugi:r-time WiLh tile f~~El-t.a~~ 
b~ tg'lg11 witll the othe F boy-&U-:--:- Pf~x:ty of fights f 
knife-brawls and jags every nlghto tBit5 HH5l:09le-y 
f v you rea 0 

d I was frightened. But there's les~ of that 
than down below ! k\To 'r~ lil~e hire ~in~lst= <i:: ~ 

-d"cr-n-'-t-s-eJ:lop--e.a.cb ~~~ ;I;.or fO&8: 61 thtn:-r-ma-te"s 
&];-~~ete,e.;t;;l·s:)'tJ':·--- RO'4;-~ tts'fi f01 a S6!tlrl! Th8t' s why 
I couldn't go back downstairs. I couldn't get back 
to that hardness. They're like insects! And they 
all' sit down there in their offices thinki~ --­
beware of thinkers" that's what I've always told 
you ! 

I couldn't go down because of the jags. The jags 
lack sympathy down there. (to STUBB) Know what I 
mean ? 

(irrit~ted) No jags are good enough for you 9 are 
they~ mate --=-ever since you whored with your 
cassock on ? 

(to STUBB) O.K., O.K. ---

. (to DOG) It's true what he says! 

(to FAWCETT, beginning to be fAscinated) Fawcett! 
How did you ---? (Wriggling closer to him) Was 
this on your morning visits? 

Eh ? 
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31. 

You just called in of a morning 
rounds --- and you .--- ? 

you did the 

(80S fascinated) They needed it, I tell you 

(excited) Go on 

The married --- the unmarried Young --- and old 

Drop it! 

(still to STUBB) It seemed --- to fascinate them 
--- being under ---! (With a glance at DOG) 
know what I mean ? 

Yes, yes! (Staring into FAWCETT's face) 

I might be standing there --- just inside the door 
--- and --- ! 

(still staring at him) Hey! 

Yes? 

(gripping him by the arm) You said inside the 
door ---! (Peering into his -eyes) Listen, 
weren't you -? (To himself) By God! It's 
Dog, it's ---! Well~ Christ alive! 

FAWCETT begins to draw back from him. 

(screwing up his eyes) What's the matter? 

Stubb ! 

It's --­
You r8.t 

What ? 

It's him! Dog, it's him 
You dirty cassocky ~at-r-

(Shouting) 

(breathlessly) There was a cassock upstairs 
behind the door --- it gave him a thrill with his 
cassock on --- he ---

Where was the cassock? (To FAWCETT) What's he 
talking about ? 

FAWCETT· shakes his head dumbly. 

At home 

What ? 
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32. 

The wife used to say~ I'll get that long black coat 
of his clesned, that funny black coat that reaches 
down to his feet! (To DOG) LookQ he don't say no! 

(with disgust) You're bushed 9 Stubb! You didn't 
even know Fawcett then ! 

Look at his fRee --- he don't deny it ! 

Deny it9 Fawcett. 

FAWCETT simply stares at STUBB. 

She used to go upstairs ---

That was fifteen years before you come to PRS 
Fawcett was never in London! Stubb! 

Look at him 

Tell him it's wrong, Fawcett! 

But FAWCETT still stares before him • 

The same long face --- The way he used to come 
downstairs Q very soft ---

~! 
(in R dreamy way) It makes us --- brothers in a 
way ---

Brothers 

I knew we'd meet up 8gain 

(also dreamily) Me~ too! Stubb --- was her name 
--- wns she c-811ed --- Gabriel ? 

A shot. The other two gasp. 

(seeming to wake up) Hey! Gabriel 

Another shot. 

(delighted) You did it 

Fawcett ! 
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33. 

They rush to congratu18te him. 

(beaming) Thanks 

I knew you could do it ! 

(to DOG 9 excited) You may be right --- she's over 
there to stop us getting bushed! (Gazing across 
the valley) 

That's right What did I say? 
wouldn1t believe me! (Shouting) 

A shot. 

Gabriel 
-

A shot. 

(hilariously) Gabriel 

Another shot. 

Gabriel 

(To STUBB) 
G8briel ! 

Silence. STUBB looks across the 
valley suspiciously. 

You 

(turnin~ on them) You rats! Trying to edge me 
out! (Shouting at the top of his voice) Gabriel! 
Gabriel! GAbriel! Gabriel! Gab --- ! 

A shot. 

At l8st (Encouragingly) How's that, Stubb, eh? 

(exhausted) Thank Christ ! Thank Christ for that 

She means us all --- get that into your nuts 
Now sit down r-

They sit down round the tAble in 
a happy spirit. 

Now I don't know [ibout you two, but itt s begun to 
be clear to me that --- this name; this name 
I won't say it --- means something. ----

STUBB and FAWCETT grunt agreement. 

It menns something for us. The questron is wh8t ? 
(A pause) Now I've got Rsuggestion --- I don't 
know how you two'll take it, 
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34 •. 

Wh8t ? 

She --- the name she's bringing us closer ---
she's guiding us 811 the time --- to --- (He stops) 

Where ? 

It might be something --- rich --- Rnd marvellous 
I don't know! We've just got to w8it Rnd see. 
(With An nppreci8tivG glAnce across the vRlley) 

I think she might be somebody --- connected with 
us ---

Connected ? 

With one of us. Just with one of us! And we don't 
know which one yet ! 

lOur names are cert~~inlY writ in wRter, like. the. y 
" SElid' down 8t FRS !-'I-never ~8W ber mG~e-:thBn a 

.---~.,-

couple of minutes 9' she was there bo_bh:i:-ng up Rnd 
down in the water, then cS lying on the sand, 
then she WAS go 9 ~ing up the beach She 
never e oke to me! She went AWRY with ~ 

nome i' 
(burying his heAd) Dcch! 

When you go back downstairs 9 to Pas or Prince 
Geurge, nobody recognises.you. They saY9 'Aren't 
you --- ?'9 then they stare in your fnce. And you 
don't sny nothing. ThGt~s beCAuse you're different 
now. Your life goes Ellong like w8ter, you don't 
belong to plRces any more'--- ThRt's why I cume up 
here. 

To find out you WAS made of water ? 

Th8t's right ! 

I henrd n doc say it W8S true. He sfl.id \ve could be 
melted dovvn ! 

(nodding) I tried to melt 8W8Y in Kumnsi. But the 
hent didn't-do it. Nor did the monsoons, though it 
wns pretty wet. Yes, indeed! I h8d 8 punkah­
wallnh worked the f8n for me. 

The radio blinks red agRino 

You did ? 
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(imitating DOG) 'And n policemRn out there, A white 
policem8n 9 WAS next to God!' 

He W[-lS 9 too ! 

But still" you found you WElsn' t next to God 9 didn t t 
you, mAte ? 

It was over before I knew what WAS hnppening 9 I 
tell you 

I know 

The radio ceases again, unobserved. 

He WAS stAnding there --- in the governort's drawing 
room --- under the fnn --- swish, swish, like the 
wings of some sort of big bird, Ftnd I can remember 
the pictures on the wall --- we used to c811 it the 
picture gRllery --- and this little blAck boy was 
like 8n angel, an Ashanti-boy in white, so delicate, 
so humble and sweet., I had to touch him --- And he. 
didn1t sny anything -----I-think he even smiled ---
I don't know whnt WElS .in my mind it just 
happened --_. I touched him I WAS getting married 
the next month --- ! 

(with R sigh) Thnt's it ! 

I WAS! A mAgistrnte's dnughter ---! But I --- 1 
It-w8s only thRt ch8plain --- 8 blasted cockr08ch 
--- (with sudden fury) I could hnve crushed him in 
my fingers And he'd helve mElde [\ crAckling sound! 

1vVho gives H dnmn here? 

1. do! With my hand on th8t little boy's cheek --­
they made it dirty --- there was nothing wrong in 
it ! ~aring at me --- in the doorwny ! , 

Th[1,t is wha t they 811 S8Y. 

Why not ? 

If I go on n j8g I don't SAY nfterwnrds I'rve been 
pure! WhAt's so pure About --- ! 

(underst8nding whAt he is ctbout to SAY) You --- ! 
(He leaps Across and grabs FAWCETT by the throat) 
Say it, SAY it, you cockroAch, go on ! 

FAWCETT struggles 2nd his face gets 
redder and redder. 

"1 
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36. 

He CRn only make wild strangling 
sounds. STUBB gets 8.lRrmed. 

(tapping him on the bRCk gingerly) Dog --- Dog. 
mate !. 

DOG seems unable to release his hands. 

(to FAWCETT) Say it ssy it 

Gabriel (Shouting Bcross the ,v811ey) Gabriel 

A shot. 
FAWCETT· 
valley. 

DOG suddenly releases 
They stare across the 

(AS FAWCETT tries to get his breath bRCk) She 
sAved his life! She does look After us, Stubb 

(humouring him) That's it --- now just cRlm down, 
mate ! 

(recovering his kpeech) We're 
never done --- this before . -

bushed 

(to himself) ,She did save us 9 in 8 way 

We 

My h2nds went ,;Lim:2,9 I tell you --~. vvhen I heRrd 
thRt shot ! 

Thank Christ they did 
hut up the line, mAte 

(To STUBB) Let's find 8 
This one's bushed 

(to DOG) You want to wAtc~ yourself ! 

Look Rt his fAce! Look! (Feeling his own neck) 
You never done that before! It's the finish! 

He begins to wAlk off, still 
feeling his neck. 

(alarmed) Where you going, mAte ? 

Find A "hut up the line! Itll go to DAve's 
He's 8 killer, that one Look at him! 

FRwcett ! Come bRCk ! 

(to DOG p who still stares up at the sky) You 
killed that boy! You killed him, didn't you. ? 

(looking Rt him in horror) Fawcett! 
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37. 

(seeing the eife ct)' It f S in your hftnds you r ve 
got murderer's hAnds! That's whAt you did to the 
little Ashanti boy! 

(g12ncing down At his hands) Kill! (With horror) 
No ! -r ':=>'~ rJ~. 

(Rt the door) Murderer! 
a little Ashanti boy! 

Murderer! You murdered 
,~. 

(screaming) N0 9 no! (Starin own hands) 
No 9 for God's sC:1.ke 9 no! No! f4:'fl'±Ee-~~t=1'rvvay ! 
(Holding out his hands) Ta cW2Y, oh9 for 
Christ's s=ka :01:o thBm iway! (Bursting into 
t-e:APS 1 ~ A1t~taeffi AW~ I, 
(moving back, humbled) Dog --- I didn't mean 

He approRches DOG to comfort him. 

You didn't --- did you g Dog? You didn't kill 
him, did you ? 

(hopelessly) I don't know! I don't know I. 

He weeps on FAWCETT's shoulder. 

I didn't mean it, Dog 

They never told me! They never --- let me know ---

.0 .K. , O.K .. 

(looking into his eyes like A child) They never 
said! They just sent me 8~8y ! 

(to FAWCETT) Sit him down. 

They help DOG to sit down. 

WhAt did you do, Dog? Try Rnd remember 

I don't know 

WhAt did you do to the little Ashnnti boy? 

(looking up and reflecting for a time) Nothing. 
\~~ 

WhAt",Yo'u worried E1bout, then? 

What they said - what they made me out to be 

l 
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38. 

(turning RW8Y from' him) It's pride 
Always said --- you're proud ! 

WhElt I've 

A bird suddenly flies over outside 
Rnd STUBB seizes his gun And moves to 
the window. But he doesn't shoot. 

Let him live 9 I thought. Probably going home to his 
dinner ! 

They sit down exhAusted. DOG pas~es 
his hand over his head And sighs. 

ThAt's another thing. You get not to like killing 
birds any more. LAst week I took Aim at fifteen 
birds And didn't fire A shot. Hear thAt~ Dog? 

Uh-huh ! 

(with his cackle) BeC8use I had no armnunition ! 

A pRuse. 

All we do is live in our sins up here. I thought 
we'd be so pure But all we he8r Rbout is sins. 

It's 8.11 we got 

You're too fond of f[1te~. ,4i;,:g ljkf6 8 bl£.C~ 
'.. 1100 dove f' ye cIJ? ag ~ at! 'i) - '" 0 :. . 

ThAt's why we m8ke his Dog. --- he's Rlways sniffing 
the sky ! 

t ¥'au know 1!amn-well I've got 8n in~U:a-e-t 
\interlocutor ::=-»~~wee~-tTIe sky 2nd you 

-riJ.stell t&:t \ 

P'~r 

You CF1.n' t fool the Ind"isns ! rI-·s8~l/-tl:J.e--w-h.i-te bear­
o .K" ---:--:._tLe- a.:te...:.me_up~~u-C.8.~rly-J.:e-S"tree·t, _ 

-~'11i=pe·g----c'1.nd-ll.Q-sfJB.We.d-me--e1:il.-t-C1-g-R4.-H--t! For five 
years I told them 811 nbout their gods -j- I sat in 
their igloos! I knew more about their gods thRn 
they knew themselves! I was the first white 
angekok --- and the last most likely 

Then the stink of moose got you down ! 

I used to sit nnd tAlk about the sky. You've got 
nothing so peaceful in lour life, you cockroach! 
I used to tAlk about the Eskimo heRvens ---
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39. 

You could tRke thAt away from An IndiAn just by 
snApping your fingers! But you couldn't take Away 
whAt I learned~ ! 

About Jesus ? 

That's it ! 

It's God I'm tAlking about --- not the King of the 
Cockr08'Ches ! 

You're A blRsphemer --- ! 

And you never know whAt he'll decide. (SpeAking 
monotonously, Almost drowsily) Liko at Gillis's 
GrRve, neRr M8nson Creek. The cnbin door swinging 
open9 letters nAiled on the tRble --- eAten by rAts 
--- two men sitting up --- R rusty frying pan in 
between --- not A mark on their bodies --- another 
mnn fifty Y8rds down the hill --- rifle cocked 
Cocked 

They seem to f8ll asleep. Silence. 

(waking up with 8 stArt) Were they known men? 

(also waking up with A start) They were known AS 
much 8S 8 trapper is! A fAce and 8 name ! 

Maybe they were on 8 bet, too --- like us ! 

Don't talk bushed ! 

(gRzing Across the v81ley a8Rin) You couldn't go 
back down AgAin if you wanted to 

Why not ? 
~""I~(' , 

(to STUBB) You CAn tAlk to me about~-fox 
f8rms 9 but it's them's brought your prices down. 
'iifot S9 long bdCk befllcF flol~ tQQk .:t.b.irty_ golloFS IT 

, pia 9Q ,kFle v~ tJhd--6-? All you ge t fo r the be.s t prime 
pelt of silver fox is seventy dollars nowAdRYs ! 
And I remember selling two hundred low-grAde dark 
pelts for neAr on five thousand dollars at Eskimo 
Point --- myself! Dontt tAlk to me about ~pite-fox 
fArms ! ~'rJ 

(with 8. wink 8t FAWCETT) Why, Dog --- are you 
thinking of going down All OfR sudden? 

DOG continues to gaze across the 
vRlley 8S if nursing R secret. 
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40. 

(RpproRching DOG, intrigued) Where would you go ? 

(nfter eyeing them both for a moment) Little place 
by the PeRce River 

(also dr8wing near him9 excited) He's had it 'all 
worked out ! 

What would you do ? 

I figured it out like this. A place like Fort st. 
John or Hudson's Hope, 810ng the Peace River valley: 
yourve got the whole of that boiling water 

Yes 

All that power in the Peace River Canyon, your've 
got prospects --- it's rich country --- you've got 
conI, you've got timber, fur, bog iron 9 copper --­
they say there's still placer gold in the gravel-
bars of the river ! 

What about that? -- what about the dredging firms 
that lost their money bnck before the war ? 

I don't say thAt's whHt we'd do 

(digging FAWCETT excitedly) We 

I say there's prospects --- there's riches nIl 
round --- in the sky --- in the water --- in the 
earth 

There'd be --- people, too 

DOG That's right! People you can talk to No more 
of this Gnbriel stuff ! 

STUBB 

DOG 

STUBB 

FAWCETT -

~~~ A short pRuse, then there is 8 shot. 
\ They eye e8ch other. 

(quietly) Let her tAlk ! 

That's it! (Turning his back on the valley 
deliberately) We'll go down And be among people 
We'll go in the saloons, plAY cards, we'll be 
luxury prospectors --- ! 

Thflt' s it ! 
~~~ 

We'll have horses --- a fine old house up on wooden 
stilts --- ! 

1 
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We've got the money 
--- in pelts ! 

41. 

cached out in those trees 

And whAt do we do? We trAde them Across the vAlley 
to DAve for hAlf-price! Wel1 9 they say if you're 
tr8pping you're not in it for money, and thAt's the 
truth ! 

Peace River! 

A pause, during which they All dreAm 
About this. 

(quietly, looking up At DOG) How 8bout the police? 

It's only whnt I think I don't know I did it ---! 
It's only whAt I s~ I did! I do~remember I 
just think ! 

And you 1d think "just" the SAme down there 

Another Silence, more glum thAn before • .... 
(pondering) We could try it. Go down for A week. 
Tell DAve we're selling pelts ---

No cooking --- think of th£"t! I CRn heAr how my 
footsteps'd sound on the wood flo·or, going to the 
pelt-store ---

They'd lAugh At us 

(flAring up) They Inugh at people who laugh At 
themselves ! 

(to STUBB) You wouldn't think he gets all wound up 
if you move his cup of coffee an inch in the 
morning 0 would you --- if you don't hAve your 
blAnkets turned by hnlf~six --- then his Bible­
reading At night ! 

(wi th [1 VI ink ) He I s got his li ttle Ashanti boy to 
keep him vV8rm ! 

(murm~ring, holf to himself) He keeps me good ! 
When I think of him --- I CRn see the little gold 
rings in his eArs --- the WAy his teeth sparkle ---! 

But --- (leAning forw8rd persuAsively) being goodls 
[1 struggle, Dog 9 n dAily struggle --- it's A ! 
(He stops deAd And stAres in front of him) 

I hAte cockroAches 
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(to DOG) Remember th8t time down at Pas he'd been 
on A week's jog 8nd put his heAd in the ashcAn 
outside Amy's sAloon nnd got the boys to give him n 
welting with their strAps ? 

Tcha ! 

(to FAWCETT) I bet you never even felt itg you WAS 
so drunk 1 

(who hAs subsided in a puzzled WAy nfter his moral 
speech) I SAW my sheets next morning 9 covered with 
blood --- There W8S sores 811 over my bRCk. 

I don't mind 8 CAtholic cockroAch 9 he goes on A jag 
Ana forge ts, but :Lou lot ! 

We're our own judges --- we don't send our dirty 
linen to the mother-church And expect it to come 
back cleAn ! 

They nre quiet again. 

(to himself) 'Being ~oodrs R struggle' --- yes, I 
CRn remember~ thAt! (To STUBB) Then he led me 
through the gAllery down to the gnol ! 

(looking at him) WhAt? 

The SWeEt t WAS pouring down my ne ck --- I can 
remember my knees shAking • .And ho snid 'Being good's 
8 struggle, HAines' --- nnd.he puts his hand on my 
shoulder. 

A p8.use 9 during which the other 
two look at him. 

Who did ? 

The chaplain. A 10ng-fRced ---! (Putting his 
hand over his eyeB) I've thought about it so much--! 
(Looking up nt FAWCETT with clear eyes) Listen ---
whose ideA was that ? 

(staring nt him) Eh? 

Wh8t was the plAn --- you must hnve known the 
Governor's mind like your own! 

Whnt1s that? 
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(reAsoning with him) I reckon you must hnve SElt in 
his office f9ur hours 8 dRY --- I CRn remember th8t 
--- you used to tnke your tiffin together --- ! 

(with A perplexed look At STUBB) Tiffin? WhRt the 
hell's tho.t ? 

WAS I getting too big for you ? 

Big ? 

Too populAr? I know the Innguage too well ? 

Bushed ! 

You CAn sny bushed, but he knocked my CAreer on the 
heAd inside thirty seconds! . 

Yes, yes ! 

'ThAt little nAtive boy' --- (imitnting a ChRplAin's 
fluting voice? which is incidentRlly o.lso FAWCETT's) 
--- 'is the Prince Regent's son, Hnines. I'll hRve 
to see the Governor Rbout this ! t (To STUBB) I 
plended with him --- 'PleAse don't do it, chaplRin, 
plense don't --- !' But he went on wRlking up the 
stAirs g I CAn remember the EunkRh wal18h outside 
the Governor's door --- then --- up ~ent Chief 
Inspector HAines in smoke --- phew --- ! 

(gnzing before him sRdly) I wish we was down below 

WhAt does it mAke you feel like, ChAplAin Fawcett? 

And the mnrble stnirs. I C8n remember tho m8rble 
st8irs! (As if illuminnted) How the sunlight 
shone on them 

ThElt' s it 

They" vl'ere white 

(to STUBB) He reme mbe rs You see ? 

(r8qiRnt) But you deserved it, HAines 
killed thnt boy ! 

you 

'HE-1ines'! It f s [1 different nc:t.me every week --­
Haines, WykhClm 9 Stornford, CrAmpton! It's time 
you moved on to Wykham About now, isn't it (to DOG)? 
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44. 

Chief Inspector RAines --- until this cockroAch 
tore me down! Fifteen yeRrs in RSW'e8t-bnth --- I 
provided royalty with [1 wnll --- my own body ---

(imitnting him) 'And they used to c811 me the 
bnttering rEtm ! t 

My f8ce W8S 'known in the highest circles --­
'Rnines'll see to it9' they AlwAyS snid ! 
(He yawns unexpectedly) 

(looking nbout him) Listen to thnt silence ! 

DOG st8res before him9 recollecting. 
A pnuse. 

(to STUBB) Suppose they just fell Rsleep ? 

Who ? 

Them three 8t Gillis's Gr8ve? The cold mnkes you 
sleepy! Suppose therefs R sudden cold snRp? You 
freeze! Just sitting there! 

It WflS· summer ! 

But A sudden wind --- like 8 breAth ---! It 
IDnkes you sleepy --- (He yawns nnd stretches up) 
Remember thRt time north of the SkeenA River 9 along 
tho trftp-line, behind the huskies -~- just miles 
And miles of white snow --- we hnd to pinch eRch 
other Rw~ke --- to stop getting frost bite ---
just miles nnd miles --- of --- white --- (Re 
f211s 8s1eep) 

'Rnines' --- (Re begins to nod 9 sitting) 

STUBB gets up, stretches nnd looks 
down at the other two. 

(81so ynwning) Bu~hed! 

HG begins strolling off g his hAnds in 
his pockets, whistling quietly to him­
self. He disnppenrs out of the door. 

Silenco. 
The other two sleep on, DOG still in 
the sitting position v his hend hnnging 
forwArd; FAWCETT snoring loudly. 
We heRr STURB's whistle f8de awny. 
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A bird suddenly flies over but 
neither DOG nor FAWCETT stir. 
Two or three more birds fly over • 

. Suddenly there Are shots from 
Across the v8lley~ one nfter the 
other. FAWCETT jumps into the 
sitting position, pAnic-stricken. 
DOG lifts his h.e8d in n dEtzed Wfty. 

(stAring Rt DOG with horror 9 RS if still Rsleep) 
RElines, Hnines --- don't shoot !4- (As the volley 
continued) Hc'tines~ for Christ's snko 9 HRines, 
you're hitting me --- nll over the body ~- HRines! 
(Twitching violently with 88Ch shot9 just AS if 
he'd been struck) 

Hnines 

You 

DOG simply stnres At him with 
f2scinRtion. 

R2ines ! 

Un2ble to benr the 'shots' Rny more 
FAWCETT seizes his own gun nnd points 
it At DOG. DOG is ~t once on his feet. 

It's guilt, you cockrOAch! 

He wrenches FA~CETT's gun out of his 
hAnd And flings it nside, then wrestles 
with him. FAWCETT fights frAnticnl.ly. 
At lAst DOG overpowers him, on the 
floor close to tho doore 

(Lying on top of FAWCETT, breAthless) Who's --­
Hnines? Who's this HAines? 

(seeming to recognise him slowly) Dog 

The nElme' s WykhC:1m. Get thEtt into your he8d 
WykhnID ! 

STUBB dnshes in Rnd HImost trips 
over them. They struggle to their 
feet nnd stAre at him in 
Astonishment. 

(peering At him) Who ---? (PAssing his hAnd over 
h~s f8c8) Christ I thought it WAS --- 8 -~­
newcomer !. 

So did I ? 

A --rl8W fAce 
L. 
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It's alwRys the SGIDe -- if I go RWSY for a minute 
you two fight! Every time! Like 8 couple of --­
brothers! Don't you ,? 

He jumps on me (8bashed) 

He was firing at me --- like in dreams 

They notice STUBB is panting. 

(to STUBB) WhAt you been running for? 

I've got news 

News? 

She's firing at birds! (He sits down on A chest 
heavily) ThAt's the news. I w8tched 'em falling. 

You saw ? 

Did you see her ? 

She bAgged five in a row o I just SAW the birds. 

They gAze before them glumly. This 
is bod news~ especially for DOG. 

It's 811 disnppointments up here ---

Just like I snid --- nothing tAlks to you up here 
--- get thst into your nut ! 

So whAt do we do ? 

Go bACk down --- (with sorrow) There's nothing to 
stElY up here for 

A shot. They stares At each other. 

Another bird. 

(reminiscing sadly) I asked A pnrson once --- we 
WAS sitting in church one afternoon --- the sun was 
coming through the stAined glass --- lsnid, 'Isn't 
God's face in the moon, if so, where's his feet ?' 
And he SElid, 'That's the face of man, th8t'S YOUt 
face, son ___ I Trust a cockronch to take the gu s 
out of life ! 

I CAn't live without somebody! 

There's just DAve over there and his son 
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There's her RS well! 

It's only Dnve SAyS she's there. You know how he 
is --- with (1 little twinkle in his eye ! 

Long MArtin snys she's nent, with plenty in front, 
And she h2d A big let-down in love ! 

Long MArtin's A pimp ! 

Hers no pimp! 

What about thAt wAd of fifty-dollAr bills ~-- she 
sAid he hRdn't plAyed A cArd All week ! 

You believe thAt ? 

(stopping? screwing up his eyes) Hey ---! WAsn't 
it you --- who told me thAt? (He stops RgAin, 
looking puzzled) 

DOG is silent, thinking something over. 

And suppose she does shoot birds ? 

WhFtt ? 

(to STUBB) Suppose she does? (To FAWCETT) Let 
him answer --- he brought the news 9 Rfter 811. 

It menns --- she's not in tune with 'us 

You think so? r'm not so sure! I'd just like to 
find out. (Looking Across the v81ley) WhAt do you 
SRY --- (suddenly) GAbriel? 

An immedinte shot. 

(rAdiAntly) Dog! 

GAbriel! (A shot) Gnbriel! (He says this one 
with firm confidence, his chin set) 

GAbriel 

And AgAin there is A shot. 

Another shot. 
They All three begin shouting GAbriel 
And there is n volley of shots 8S before. 
They dAnce up And down hnppily chAnting 
the nnme AS the volley continues. 
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At lest the shots ceRse. They lRugh 
hAppily 2nd sit down in 8 busy Rnd 
celebr2tive WRy --- it is like 8 
hnppy reunion. 

Well, thnnk God for it! That's nIl I can sny ! 
ThAnk God for 8. little guid~nce ~-- (winking at 
them) with or without birds ! 

The other two nod nnd laugh mnturely 
Clt thiso 

Does it mnke you feel peaceful Rgnin 9 Dog? 

(nodding) And clenr. 

Me 9 too 

The rndio blinks ng8in. 

My insides feel nll right --- put it thnt way. 
S8me with you? 

FAV!CETT nods quickly like n child' 
trying to plense. 

Like Fnwcett said down at Pns 9 when we lnid the bet, 
remember? --- 'Something's got to come out of the 
silence !' 

A pnuse. 

Another thing. It mnkes me hungry. 

~e, too 

The radio ceElses blinking 9 unobserved. 

WhRt about the benns --- did you put 'em in sORk, 
Mrs. Fflwcett? (With R gay wink nt STUBB) 

FAWCETT doesn't Answer. He seems 
to be thinking. 

(nudging DOG hnppily) He forgot ! 

(deli ber8,te,ly) Mrs. DAve don't exist 

Whnt ? Now shut your mouth ! 

She ---

You're spoiling it, you're ---
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She don't exist! 

(desperAtely) I've seen her! 

You said to DAve, 'WhAt you keep in thnt c8bin 
over there, DRve ?', for 8 joke, And he sAid, with 
thnt little tWinkle, 'A womAn!' ThAt's All! 
For n joke ! 

That's right·! I wnnted to 8sk Young Dnve but (to 
DOG) ~ou wouldn't let me ! 

(to STUBB) Thnt~ to keep his dream going! He's' 
driving us .~~d1 I tell you! Young Dnve'll be 
the little AshAnti boy soon! 

(to himself) Don't tAlk bushed 

But it'll tnke some dOing --- 8 CanndiAn boy in the 
bloom of Sixteen, with bright yellow hAir, and 
tri~ger-hRppy, to the son of 8. Gold CORSt tribes­
illsn. 

Dog could do it, don't you worry About thnt! 

DOG nods 9 Again thinking it over. 

All I'd like to know is this: whAt difference 
does it mnke? Somethingts there "":'-- call it a 
she --- call it GAbriel ---

Th.ere is <1 shot. 

(With increAsed confidence but still in 8 level 
voice) Cnll it - Dave's whore --- it doesn't 
mntter! Something's tAlking to us, nnd that's 
nll I'm interested in. (Briskly) Now. come on, 
get the Inmps repdy, Fnwcett --- steAm AheAd 
you WAnt us in dArkness tonight ? 

He rises in A businesslike WAy Rnd 
the others follow suitt with A glAnce 
nt eRch other. 

It's <1lw8ys lRmps when he loses confidence! 

(to STUBB) HAve A look at the cRche --- we don't 
w8nt half the grizzly populAtion up those poles 
tonight --- it seems, FAwcett cRn't use grease! 

There's no more grease to use, I've told you thAt. 
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(to STUBB) And look at the smudge. Whose turn for 
petrol ? 

Mine. 

Then get to it. HRve 8 look nt the generAtors --­
the tower ---

STUBB stops on his wny out. 

The what ? 

The generfltors. 

Wh8t generAtors ? 

You AlwAYS SAY that The ones outside ! 

FAWCETT stAnds watching them AS if 
for the outcome of A contest. 

Where ? 

(impptiently) You haven't noticed anything 
three years ? 

There's --- (he trAils off dreAmily) 

Whnt would you cAll them ? 

in 

I don't know~ I ---! (With feRr) Would you c811 
the~ towers? I'd SAY --- mnsts ---

(interested despite himself) MAsts? 

With kind of wings --- thAt turn round And round 
not towers eXActly. 

(hesitAntly) I see them AS towers. 

(quickly) But whqt for 1 

(tnking this AS unfnir) Shut up ! 

They stAnd there frightened by 
their own t8lk. 

(To FAWCETT) Would would you sny they WAS like? 

(enger~y) I'd SRY they WAS for the wenther --­
ID8ybe weRther dGtection 
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(angrily) I didn't ask you whAt ~hey WRS for 
Nobody Asked you thAt ! 

FAWCETT's answer h8s increAsed 
his feRr. 

And whAt's the good of looking every dAY --­
concrete towers won't w8lk 8W8Y ! 

(shouting nt him) You know your orders! If you 
see 8 strAnger, shoot! Now get out ! 

(going outs rtfle on shoulder) It's the only order 
we ever got. 

The other two stand wRtching him go. 
They don't like to be reminded of the 
outside. 
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II. 

Only DOG and FAWCETT. FAWCETT is 
pr'eparing the guns and packs for hunting. 

DOG stands scanning the other side of the 
valley 'through a small telescope. He 
suddenly sights something. 

Hey! Look at this There's m8il 

MAil? (Running to the 'door) HeY9 Stubb 
there's mail! 

(tAking the telescope down) The last time it came 
was --- (He screws up his eyes painfully and stops; 
he can~' t remember) 

STUBB ,appears, with his rifle, as 
if from his patrol~ 

What's that? 

The flag's out! I'm expecting a letter from --- ! 
(He 81so stops) 

At Carlyle Street 9 Winnipeg 9 I got forty Christmas 
cards one year! I kept them on my dresser for six 
months ! 

Remember that time we danced all night --- a new 
moon --- when some mail came up? We got double 
price for our pelts and nobody could tell us why 

A war broke out downstairs q that's why! Is the 
cache, OoK. ? . 

It won't hold more'n a week. 

Hear that 9 Fawcett ? 

stubb's our cache expert 

Like hell he is! You just don't like work! 
Listen --- Stubb 8nd me '11 sit upwind today and 
cook! You can sit by the Creek and pick 'em off 

I don't like the way Fawcett shoots -- he's too 
deadly 

Hets a cockroach, that's why 
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I'm a stelker 9 really --- I'm no good with the 
flying species ! 

(to DOG) Remember when he brought that moose-ram 
down and we hadn1t even seen it ? 

Come on --- there'sshootin' to do 
inspect their guns) Wire O.K. ? 

Yes. 

Generator ? 

(As they 

(nodding) Beats me why we cnn't have light. There 
must be a couple of million volts out there! 

Light's real, that's why. 

They say Young D8.ve' s a spy. Hv.7 only brings the 
mail to spy on us. To see if we're still around. 

(squinting at him) Why, feeling nervous? 

(hushed 9 making a gesture towards the door) But 
what's under that ? 

Shut up ! 

(turning suddenly) Why shouldn't he ask questions? 

(turning on him as swiftly) Who can answer them? 

But --- ! 

(interrupting him roughly) You can't! That's for 
sure ! 

We had issue chairs and issue washbasins once g and 
you had to burn the chairs --- use the basins for 
goldfish! Why? 

Because them things are rea1 9 that's why 

(wildly) I like reality! 

(gazing at him scornfully) You? 
you going to shoot wi thj~: realist ? 
ammunition! 

And what are 
You've got no 

(baffled) There's ammunition there O.K •. ! 
(Pointing a t the che st) . 
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Are you sure ? 

(making a move towArds it) I can look! 

(keeping him away roughly) Layoff! Ever since 
you elected me Dog you've been giving me the glass 
eye ! 

Eh ? 

Find yourself another Dog, realist. And some 
other dreams ••• (He sits down on the chest heavily) 

(nervously) Are~we gOing, Dog? 

I'm just tired of mAking it UP9 that's all ••• 

(humbl~d) Is there anything wrong 9 Dog? Shall I 
go ahead to the Creek? (Trying to be bright) Beans 
for supper ? 

I've got no more dreams to weave, boys. (Looks 
from one to the other) There's no Mrs. Dave. Just 
somebody out there shootin' birds. 

We like your dreams, Dog. 

Like hell you do! We're in a dead-end street, 
Stubb! I've held the office too long. 

(gingerly) N0 9 no. 

It's time to recollect, boys! 

(knowing what this means) Oh, n0 9 for Christ's 
sake --- not the Eskimo trance ! 

She ain't there any more! (Calling) Gabriel? 
No Gabriel. Yes 9 it's time to recollect! (He 
continues to sit there with a blank face) 

It dawns on the other two that 
this really will be the Eskimo trance. 

(drawing back) Dog 

(also drawing back) Hey, Dog --- ! 

DOG continues to sit there as if 
forcing himself to lose consciousness. 
His head droops more every moment. 

• • • 
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STUBB and FAWCETT st8nd close 
together 9 gazing at him in growing 
horror. DOG's eyes close. 

(in a whisper) Dog ••• Dog ••• come back! 

DOG's head slumps forward. He is 
quite still. There is a long silence. 

(Without moving) What do we do ? 

(running to shake DOG) Dog 9 it ain't true 
there RII right! Mrs. Dave's there! 

But DOG remains motionless. 

(with resignation) He's gone. 

She's 

(withdrawing again and speaking hesitantly) Dog 
shall we be making up the books tonight ? 

STUBB bends down Rnd speaks into 
DOG's face. 

Haines ! 
Stornford 
one? 

(No reply) Wykham! Bailly! 
(Turning to FAWCETT) Wh8t's the other 

Crampton. 

Crampton! Crampto~ (He raises himself slowly) 
He's on the white-bear stuff again: he's got to 
be spewed out in bits an~ then put together again. 
(Turning away in disgust) Tcha! 

(persisting with DOG) Dog --- I can't ~eep the 
books like you! Where' s the rosta"? Dog! (He 
turns to STUBB in alarm) He t8kes the signals from 
Dave 9 don't forget that! Dog --- we can't signal! 
How do we get the provisions up? Suppose there's 
an SoOoSo ? Listen~ Dog --- I think there's an 
S.O.So ! Right now! 

DOG is motionless. 

He's the only man can talk to the huskies, too 

Crampton Bailly ! 

The radio blinks S.O.S. 

(in alarm, seeing it) Crampton There's an SoO.S.! 
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They both stare at the radio in horror, 
until after a few seconds it ceases. 
They relax a little. 

Don't you know one signal? 

No ! 

They stare at DOG with growing fear. 

Who handles the husky teams now, Dog? I feel 
cold ! 

Silence. They sit down and glance 
towards the radio --- no signals. 

He'll sit there till winter comes. ThEl.t's what ,the 
Indians do! Remember what he always used to say ? 
'The Eskimo trance is the death of the Torngarsock. 
which means the death of ••• (drowsily) dreams ••• ' 

I 

FAWCETT is staring at DOG in~a 
fixed way. 

(in a hushed voice) Hey --- Stubb! Look at his 
head ! 

(starting) What? 

He looks like the man who came to the vestry 
A man in the choir ! 

What are you talking about ? 

It's true --- I swear by God! He says. 'I've 
followed your career very close, Mr. Fawce tt,' he 
says, 'and I'll have the cloth off ~our back ••• ' 
Standing there in the vestry door! JHis big red 
beard --- His head hanging down like that --­
They called him the shaggy mountain --- He kept 
the morals'of the village in his head~ Yet they 
say ~e died a profligate. He disliked the 
competitibn from a priest, they said. There were 
too many women in the village --- suffering from 
the same desiref?, Stubb --- I always used to call 
them such loud desires ! 

What was his name ? 

--- BAilly. I think. 

Bailly ? 
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(springing up and approaching DOG with fascinated 
attention) It is Bailly! It's his heRd --- when 
he died! (He springs back suddenly) 

(frightened by this) What? 

(shrieking) Dog 9 Dog --- you can't die! Dog 

A long silence. He stands there 
trembling. 

(quietly) Maybe that's how the boys at Gillis's 
Grave died. Just --- sat and died --- (Looking 

round) Per'aps. we're dead! It's too quiat9 
Fawcett --- not a husky --- or a bird ! 

They listen, quaking. 

(looking towards the window and whispering) Gabriel! 
Gabriel ! 

(nudging FAWCETT) Take his pulse 

(drawing back) Not me 

You must h8ve done the last offices --- to the dead! 

(his teeth chattering) I --- ! 

Was you a cockroach ? 

Yes I ---- I 

(threateningly) Was you? 

I --- I --- think so 

You're bushed ! 

Put a glass under his nose --- I done that to 
to --- Bailly ! 

STUBB quickly rummages about in his 
pocket, and finds a broken piece of 
mirror. He puts it under DOG's nose. 

(Whispering) Careful, Stubb --- the last offices 
has got to be careful ! 

STUBB studies the mirror for some 
time, afraid to ge t too close'. 

Hefs --- dead 
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Christ ! 

(jumping back) DOG! 

(also shouting) Dog! 

DOG 

DOG is motionless. 

He's spoofint. --- I reckon 

58. 

ThRt's it! He was holding his breath 
Do you think so ? 

I think he's not dead. 

(A pause) 

(smiling) Well, thank God, then! You see, Stubb q 

I think he needs us --- I ---! (He promptly goes 
and sits down beside DOG in a confidential way) I 
did resent your power, Dog. I never wanted you 
elected! You didn't deserve that prison-sentence 
on the Gold Coast! You see, the Governor and me 
resented the way you spoke the language, we 
couldn't speak it.,. you see. Yie tried to learn from 
the text-books but it qidn't work --- we was jealous 
of your way with the natives! You didn't kill 
that little Ashanti boy, did you? He keeps you 
good ! 

(bending down and speaking softly) You said you 
was going to lead us to a place, Dog --- remember? 
Three years ago? When we laid the bet ? (A 
pause, then to JFAHCETT) Is he breathing? 

Oh, he fS breathing 

(again to DOG) You said we. need five years of 
silence 9 remember? 

'\ 

(with sudden disillusion) We should never have come 
up! We should never have signed on (Shouting 
Cit DOG ngain) Dog! Dog! Wake up (ShRking 
DOG violently) Dog! 

DOG remains still, slumped on the 
ammunition chest. 

(shouting in DOG's ear) You ditched uS 9 you rat 
. Now wake up ! 

He also shakes DOG violently. As 
he does so he hears something clink 
in DOG's pocket. He stops. 
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What's that? 

STUBB seizes 8 little bunch of 
keys and holds them up before him. 

The gunshot keys 

(radiantly) We'll shoot our wRy across the 
valley --- we'll --- ! 

With sudden resolve they both have 
DOG off the ammunition chest --- a 
tremendous effort --- and leave him 
slumped agAinst one of the other 
chests. 

(unlocking the chest) Hey, look at this 

Bottles 

They stare inside the chest. 

Where's the gunshot? 

It's rye ! Bottles of rye ! 

STURB seizes a bottle And tears the 
top off, then drinks thirstily. 

(gasping) God save the King ! 

(cacklin~) A couple of sips and you' always say 
that! (Also seizing a bottle and drinking) Sing 
your prohibition song! 

(with great relish, an enormous smile on his face) 
Four and twenty Yankees, feeling very dry, 
Went across the border to get a drink of rye, 
When the rye was opened. the Yanks began to sing

9 

God bless America but God save the King ! 

(peeping at DOG) What's he ever done except feed 
us on lies? 'Mrs. Dave's over there!' (To DOG, 
defiantly) Mrs.-Dave don't exist! And last year 
it was Young Dave coming up with a contract from ~ I 

Prince George to make us rich ! . The year before 
that there was radium in the valley! Then he was 
on the run --- every time a bear sniffed round the 
cache he said, 'That's the cops!' 

Shall I tell you something about Dog ? 
peeping at DOG) Long Martin told me 

(After 
four years 
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ago.- He --- went native with the Indians. (Peeping 
cautiously at DOG again) Ate moose-meat with his 
hands 9 had the lice picked out of his hair. .Lived 
in their stink and liked it. He --- he --­
(lowering his voice) came to my door in Sbuth 
London and said 9 'I hear you've bin getting 
violent with the wife?' 'The wife ?' I says. And 
the tears started pouring down my face! He took 
me down the station and I told him about -- Fawcett 
--- and he said ---

Uccch ! 

(in an imploring way) What did you do it for, mate? 

(drinking) Well --- (forcing himself to .say some­
thing) It was --- the village --- the vvomen wi th 
all their desires --- such'loud desires Q I always 
used to say! The village in Wales ! 

It was South London 

South'Wales 

London ! 

ViAles ! 

(giving in) All right, then. Fawcett --- tell me 
aout her 

Who ? 

My wife 

Well --- I .used to come in 

Yes! 

.Knock at the door start walking up the stairs--! 

(fascinated) Yes 

She'd SHY, let me have your 9assock for the cleaners, 
I'll come and get it --- and she --- ! 

Go on ! 

(suddenly rejecting the fantasy) To hell with it ! 
(Shaking STUBB out of his fascin8.ted state) Don't 
you realise --~~=torai!'t .. ~~~? We'll go 
~~.~ (ffiooking at. DOG)--LooK what he's come to 
now! . ~~ ~ 

......... 
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Just to think, I used to go out of a morning at 
five o'clock sharp and walk down the road to the 
traIIl ~ fInd the y use d to call me IvIr. Stub b. . And Joe 
at the works. Or Joseph. The boss called me 
Joseph. (A pause) And I went on the boose every 
Friday night9 regular. I never got rough but she 
couldn't stick it after near on fifteen years. 
(Disconsolately) 'You're not fit to live in a 
street,' she said. 'You're --- you're ---
ashamed of it,' she said. 

Ashamed of what ? 

--- It. 
lodger" 

(In tot8l disillusion) There never was a 
I wanted her to. But she said no. 

(with the S8me disconsolate air) 
orders. I was only in the choir. 
the girls __ M That's all. 

I neve:c did take 
And I --- liked 

(turning to DOG) What do you say to that, Dog? 
What do you say to a drop of truth ? 

(whispering) Let's go down, Stubb 

(rising with a nod but still looking at DOG) You 
never could bear to hear the truth about yourself, 
could you 9 mate? Well g you'll get it now, all on 
your own. You'll get your silence. 

Women 

They begin to pack stealthily, 
with glances at DOG" 

Think Jf it 

And people talking sane 

We'll get to Dave's before nightfall --- tell him 
Dogls asleep I 

Fbr ever ! 

Hey 

They continue packing busily. 

what about gunshot ? 

Sssh! (Glancing at DOG) We don't need shot 
not in daylight ! 

They hitch on their packs. As they 
do so a dog barks on the other side 
of the valley. 
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(whispering) ·Dave's huskies! 

Their own huskies answer, close by. 
They wait~ fearful that DOG will be 
disturbed. 

(whispering) Come on ! 

'They creep out 7 with a last· glE1nce 
at DOG. 
DOG is alone. The huskies bark 
again near by. Then there is silenceo 
DOG is quite motionless as before. 
Suddenly there is a shot. It is 
followed by another, then another, 
until there is a volley .. 

The dogs begin to bark frantically. \ 
DOG shakes himself awake. 

(looking round with 8· glare) Gone 

He jumps up with a tremendous bound 
and stands with his feet astride like 
a great animal? glowering. 
The firing dies down. 

So that's it ! 

Gqne 

He sees the open ammunition chest, tears 
out a bottle, then 8nother 9 gazes at 
them? and puts them back. He sees the 
half-empty bottle they have left behind 
them g seizes it9 holds it up to the 
light9 and puts it down again. 

He begins to calm down, picks up his 
gun? which they have left lying on 
the ground; leans it agAinst the bed 
carefully, close s the che st wi th a 
violent kick and sits down on .it again. 

(To himself) And I used to sweep the gravel at 
the Governor's lodge --- look at Be now! (Takes 
a drink from the used bottls) You liar ! (Pauses) 
Yes, old King Prempel painted the walls of his 
palace with human blood! G8110ns of it! But 
the English broke him.. They turned him into a 

J 
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citizen. (With a smile) Like.me. They exiled him 
to an island in the Indian OceRn 9 and when he came 
b8cl: he \vas talking about public works. 

He frowns RS if trying to recollect 
something. 

(With an effort) I could never bear to touch --- a 
womRn ! 

He seeIJ1S astonished 8.t his own vi/ord·s 
and looks round to see if there alB 
hearers. 

(Looking up as if answering somoone) Whatrs that --­
I dontt like the truth! There's the truth! And 
I hopa it chokes you! They stoned me -- (almost 
weeping) hissed at me! A poor daNned white ! 
(After recollection) Liar. (Looks up at the sky 
and whispers) Gabriel! 

Silence. He nods in a resigned way. 
He gazes before him in the silencG 9 
qui te lost in memorie s 9 it seems. 

There is a movement close by and he 
seizes his gun. 

Who's there? 
gun pointed) 

(He w8its~ bre8thing heavily, his 
Who's there ? 

STUBB and FAWCETT RppeAr again. 
They' walk in c8utiously. DOG 
lowers his gun. They appear 
shaken. DOG w8tches them closely 
as they put down their packs and 
guns. 

-How far d'you get? 

Edge of the lake. 

Then? 

We saw Young Dave. 

You did ? 
They nod Silently. 

What did he SRY ? 

He --- he --- laughed at us --- He just stood there 
and laughed --- The tears was pouring down his face. 
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He was holding ,his sides. He couldn't help it. 
He's a decent kid. He just couldn't help laughing. 

(gritting his teeth) I'll give him laugh 

They sit down Again and stare 
before them in silence. 

BecHuse you're unfit for civilisation! Because 
you're a couple of scarecrows. You're finished --­
you can't go down to reality any more. That's why. 

They t d have drummed us out of PEl"S if we'd gone down 

He just stood and laughed. 
breath --- he doubled up ! 
him 

He couldn't get his 
And you couldn't blame 

(to DOG) They'd laugh at you$ too! 

(with sudden fury) 
wouldn't try it ! 

A, pause. 

I wouldn't try to go down 
Get that into your nut ! 

(pleasantly) It's nice to hear your voice again, 
Dog ---

I 

(still to FAWCETT) 'Women' 
a mirror, CasanovA 

~ook at yourself in 

FAWCETT sirokes his chin in a self­
conscious WAy. 

We need your helpo Dog. Perhaps you could choke 
Young Dave uff for us ! - over the radio. Tell 
his dRd ! 

DOG Like hell I could. You want the truth --- you ~ 
it! Ovt of the mouths of babes and sucklings -- ! 

~ .... 1'\0 And I'll tell you something else --- while you VJas 
"-.1 - out butterfly-hunt,ing I talked the truth to myself 

~-- it's getting quite 8 habit round here! Truth's 
'8 two~way traffic! 

.. ,:." ~~ ..... ".~.;.~.~, ~ #0 ,~....... ... ...,..~.. -. + 
a. .... I' ~,. '(:'.i:n~ . ..:~~c;:"'~!; • ~. :~x''''. ..,'.. 00. Dog --- while you was asleep. 

V..J.: TJii ~~ ."~ ' .. 
0

' ,E ~ ,. 
D G t~r%;i:1?'! did you talk ? 

STUBB We..l.._ A~k:eQ. 
~ J c, 

T.V.b.p .. 
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N0 9 just tell me 9 in the SRme words !- Go ahead 

I ~--! (Glancing at FAWCETT for help) 

t said I WRS only --- in the cloth --- ! 

Yes? 

I said I was (He cEln't go on) 

And that was the truth ? 

That's it ! 

(with relentless mockery) I'm f~8ted ! 

I told Fawcett about the --- I said she always said 
--- 'You're not meant ---' I sRid --- About --­
fifteen years --- I --- (He gives up) 

(nodding) Quite 8 confession, eh? And you had 
some rye ? 

,That's right. 

'Four and twenty YBnkees' ? 

STUJ3B nods. 

GOD SAVE THE' KING! (Imitating STUBB) 

DOG finishes Jff with FAWCETT's cackle 9 
snd the other two look ftWay <;: shF!mefaced. 

(with sudden spirit, lighting up) And wh8t was your 
truth ? 

(momentarily off-guard) My own 
sky) ;F,Gr God ! 

'(Pointing to the 

(flinging his keys at him) You can have your rye­
keys! 

Thanks. 

They glower at each other. 

Yes ? 

Young DR've had some mail. A whole WxHi of it 0 

St~cking out of his pack. 
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A wad of it ? 

That's right! 

So where is he now ? 

I don't know --- We just ran 

Oh, you did! Heroes! 

It seemed like .tr8pper's mail for 8. couple or three 
yeRrs ! 

We'll just h8.ve to w8i t, then --- unless you scared 
him off for good ! 

I reckon all th8t shooting was just Young Dave 
coming over with the mail ! 

You did ? Realist ! 

And Dog --- we talked it over --- (pointing at the 
ammunition chest) We thought it was funny --­
there's a lot of bottles there! 

And you thought you'd find gunshot? 

Th8t's right! It seemed a lot of bottles 
for an ammunition chest (Trying to kid) 

Don't you like rye? 

But that's a year's supply 

Dog --- where's that gunshot? 
~ 

~~ --- right ~'€.r m@....,--- ~ 
defiantly) 

(He smiles 

You mean --~? (He gives Rn 8.1armed glance at 
STUBB) You traded the pelts for ---! You traded 
all those pelts --- ? 

(st8ring at DOG) You did what ? 

There's no gunshot! Oh~ Christ in heaven! How 
are we gOing to live --- eat ---? God help us, 
Dog, that's all 

That's the idea 
wants to ! 

for God to help you -- if he 
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He's spoofin'! Like the Eskimo trance 

DOG lURhgs with him ironicallY9 

(Laughing) 

and they both suddenly stop. 
(leaping at him) You rat ! 

DOG pustles him off with a kick. 
Suppose 8 grizzly comes prowling round - suppose 
one of the huskies goes wild ? 

(mildly) I can talk to huskies 9 you know that. 
. And grizzlies never come near me. 

They might come near ~ ! 

Then put your faith in God 9 like I do 

There's my ten-foot rod --- just that 
us and starvation ! 

between 

'God 9 t he says 'God" ! 

It's funny (quietly) I don't know why I did it. 
I just had to. I radio-ed to Dave, 'Give me rye 
this time. It tIl help us dream' ! 

And there was me cleaning the guns 

Well, we're stuck ~. 

Why stuck! Go on down Like you started dOing 

Suppose we meet a grizzly? . 

It's laughter you're afraid of 
keep you from that ! 

Gunshot vvon r t 

And Dave allows it ? How are we to shoot strangers? 
Well, mAybe (with a broad smile) I could lay my 
hands on 8 few rounds, for purposes of murder. 
That's 'something we can all rise to. 

DRve didn't say 8 word? He just let you? 
r 

Wouldn't you hRve let me with all those pelts, 
and a ten-foot fishing rod ? 

WhAt --- a ---? Dog 
in tears) My rod 

Dog 
my rod 

(Frantically, almost 
! 

----- .. ~. 
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He dashes to his bed in search of his rod p 

You're bushed 

Leave gunshot for the people downstairs, Stubb 
you're a mild man (Laughing) 

(to STUBB) He's done it! He's stolen my rod! 

He seizes his gun and points it at Dog. 

(quietly) Shoot me ! 
my weRkness ! 

I like being shot --- it's 

FAWCETT pulls the trigger and there 
is only 8. click. 

(flinging the gun away) I'm going down --- I'll get 
the.re tonight if it kills me! (Picks up his pack 
agRin) Come on 9 Stubb ! 

STUBB doesn't move. 

He's scared of grizzlies. 
'., 

Stubb 

STUBB doesntt move. 

(to STUBB) How are we going to live, then? 

STUBB only shrugs indifferently. 

(to STUBB) Remember when we got your love-letter 
near on two years ago? And we laced ourselves with 
rye 811 nightg Rnd sat round 8. fire and listened to 
the sound of the trees and wRtched the sun come up? 
And you wouldn't read your letter --- the only letter 
we ever got --- the only time Dave's red flag went 
up ! 

That's your idea, too! --- the red flag. When 
we've got a radio! 

But we'll read our letters this time --- and drink 
ourselves round the clock! (To FAWCETT) Now, come 
on, sit down --- Let's talk the truth! It makes me 
feel good. . 

j (taking off his pack again and shaking his head) 
Y-Q.JJ Ire .;hURb::: .;gog Jtt"' 1'e bushed and God knows 
·whe.r~ , 8 ~elllg to &i'IG.

1
!-
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Wh8.t did she write a love-letter for, Stubb 9 if 
she's h8.ving 8 joy-ride on the lodger every night? 

(hRnging his heRd) The lodger don't exist ---

Ah! (To FAWCETT) Is thAt what I missed? 

You was flw8ke"! (Scoffing) Eskimo trance ~ 

(continuing in same vein) She w8nts me bRCk. She 
loves me. 

(holding out the 'bottle to him) Here --- wash the 
truth down ! 

(with subdued ferocity) WhRt about your truth? 

Oh, that'll come in time (Suddenly to FAWCETT) 
Expecting mail? 

FAWCETT No! 

DOG 

FAV1CETT 

DOG 

FAWCETT 

DOG 

FAWCETT 

DOG 

FJtViCETT 
I 

DOG 

FAWCETT 

DOG 

I ~hought you wanted to tRlk reality? 

There you WRS awake --- I sRid so ! 

I was more awake thAn I've ever been before --- now 
who's that letter from? 

(wincing under his glare) Well --- I always 
expected myoId mum Rnd dad to write. 

Didn't they ever? 

Back in VRncouver they did. They hate me. 

Why ? 

They think Irm'rich! They think I'm down in 
V8ncouver with R cheroot in my mouth, living in the 
whorehouse 0 my feet up! I used to send them a 
postcard overy year --- to keep lem hRPPY --- a 
hotel --- R nice garden --- something de luxe. So 
they think I'm rich! They think, 'He doesn't give 
us a ceht! And he's rich like that ! r . 

(slyly) Not even as a cockroach wasn't you rich 9 
Fawcett ? 

I (He stares sadly before him) 

I ? 
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I wasn't in the cloth~ 

There ! 

They wanted me tOe badly. First the choir, then a 
course in theology --- ! 

He break~ cff, waiting for DOG's 
next question. 

'They,' Fawcett? Who's 'they' ? 

Well 

Your mum and dad ? 

(at the dead bottom of his morale) I haven't got 
no mum and dad. 

(soothingly) You are rich in a way, Fawcett. You 
live in one of Godrs-loveliest hotel-gardens 

(looking round him) I feel cold ! 

(with a pleasant chuckle) It's as hot as you'll 
ever get it ~ latitude! 

(quietly. eyeing DOG) Now it's your turn. 

(excitedly) Are you expecting mail, Dog? 

P'r8ps. P'raps I am 

An arrest ? 

No 0 Only tax evasion. That's from Winnf'peg. From 
the old prospecting days. And a police-summons 
from M8.ckenzie Bay --- drunk and disorderly. A guy 
from Eskimo Point owes me three hundred dollars. 
He might be writing to apologise. He did once or 
twice, down at Pas. Very serious letters. That·' s 
all. 

Silence. 

What about the murder charge ? 

(blinking rctpidly) Murder charge ? 

Is your name clear, Dog ? 

(screwing up his eyeB) I think so, yes. 

-: 
I 
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71. 

Was you ever in Kamasi ? 

(after a long pause. hanging his head so that his 
eyes aren't seen) No. 

What's your name? 

DOG shakes his head dumbly. 

(encouragingly) But 9 Dog --- if there's no prjce 
on your head 9 we. can go down --- we're free --- you 
can lead us down --- you know how ? 

(in a murmur) You'd be laughed Rt just the same. 

P'raps not with you! 

( pulllng (1 rn:-nr-own-be·8-r-d-:i:-mp.e_t.uo_us~~~..Qk at 
this ! 

That's --~~b 0 beard! 

~see leman;y moreTUot Eh:LS-b:i:g-\ .And 
. t-t-s-your destination.? 

Fort St. John --- Prince George 

And Amy's whorehouse ? 

Th8t's right 

Where we sat and laid the bet ? 

(enthusiRstically) Yes! 

The 'truth' ! They wRnt the truth! 
"'-

A doubtful pause. 

\ '-W.Re-r,e-€J.;b~,( A TIJiJL!,.s § tUL..tb.fl.r..e.-! 

You're thinking of 

WhRt's that? 

Stubb 

'What's that~' ou wasn't alive in construction 
days, thAt' what! Fort St. John --- Prince 
George -- Amy's whorehouse --- they don't exist! 
Th s what ! ~ 

~~~~~~~nn don't exist ?r--
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What about that ? 

I --- c8n't remember 

How do you talk the truth 
what's true ! 

There's Amy's saloon ---

The Port Douglas Hotel 
saloon Any more !6 

And BEt'rkerville 

'Barke rville t ! 

They don't call it 

Kelly's Hotel --- Remember the ailings along 
Williams Creek? I reckon the turned that gravel 
over a thousand times --- pol·shed and bright! 
That's it 

(mocking) 'That's it !' 

Barker took six hUlld:zrd ~housand dollars in gold, 
so they S8Y ---

'And laid the seed 0 British Columbia! t 

That's it . ~ 
Richfield W ~r's Gulch --- Nuggets as big as 
your hand ntler Creek --- Low Hee ---

(taking up e recital) Conklins Gulch 
Remember t e Roger's Restaurant --- the tin shop---? 

The Hotel The Brewery Saloon ? 

You remember dreams,Stubb! 
But I thought you was after 

(with his startled look) Vi.hnt 's the __ truth ? -
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This --- Barkerville's a museum-piece from the 
goldrush dRYS! - It's a dream thnt brought you to 
Canada --- that's what! Amy's whorehouse don't 
exist! You laid 8 bet in the backroom of the Jfort 
Douglas Hote1 9 drinking ryef-! VIi tit ~e.as.me.ri.;f.t~-1: 
round! White collars! Christi~~s~~on workers! 
Trf1.in time-t8bles! A felj..G .. F-~the civil air­
lines~~~~-Schoolm8rms drinking por~ and 
:u~mre~--qlRR-i;J.s-wa,g..t--! (Ob11elr:li~g eo lr!mself1' And 
Amy used to cleAn out your room, you lice! No 
shooting, no cursing ---! No Flaming Ethel 

(starting up)- Flaming Ethel, she --- ! 

She ---

They both stop. 

She existed all right --- before you was ~ --­
~-HlQ.st m~8tttre-st :t:tLb:re-~ yer you'v..e_ 
ever seen in her stocking' 

I've seen her ---

That was a piece from 
on a dream like you ! 
Ethel ! 

Bec2use she h8d red 

And hey took her away for 

out here 
FlAming 

That's right ! 
disinfestation 
E1mong the 
in helico 

hen they put her on mission-work 
Stubb --- they go prospecting 

You round here 

here --- sit And watch 

(bitterly) What About the greAt white bear --- the 
two yenrs' f8st At CArlyle Street 9 Winnipeg? Tell 
me that's n6t 8 dreAm! 

(quietly) You take your choice. Fawcett. 

.~d t1:±e ~.g.ffi'-&f).f1..l.;..-!:---"7 
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- . 
(grimly) HEtng yourse If in R white collar! .;-: 
wanted it wild when you CAme up here Z8nd y~utve got 
it ! J~ . 

Long Martin was wild all right --- we ';~ked our 
c18ims north of the IngenikA Riv~~-- high-gr8de 
ore ---

But you went north by ~r~' • And Long MArtin got 
bRCk to v8ncouve~bN~± i t8.ry plAne ! . 

.-<!: 

WhAt rying to prove ? 

,,~--- .... ~! If you wRnt 
to go down, g£ down! but there's just streets. 
streets. ToNn councils --- seWAge pl8ns --­
prostitution laws ~-- wives to hook you --­
politics --- newspapers! (Fixing FAWCETT with his 
eyes) Don't you remember? 

i -(.c-~wkw8I;.dl-y.-) You..!....v.e o.D'ot to sj gn-ce-rtif-ic:a.te-s I\.- ~ -- ___ 
speciAl licences --- that kind o~ th~ng ? 

T~8t kind of Yl::ling., ye-s-r-tyrrdfle-&n :t;};].e w];!~~si~ 
~~:Q n::o~;:: • f!::Cl e e! ::l1rRTJ:":r t;ell you why ? 

FAWCETT nods grAvely. 

Perh8.ps those three fellers ~fllLj::s-'-~ got 
cC1ught by 8 squ811 --- like you ge t on the lcike --­
the sky goes bl8Ck before you CAn turn the boat 
round ---

They weren't in a boot ! 

I thought you SAid (He stops) 

(eE1gerly) Dog is thnt Peace River pl8n still on? 

= -= p • ,,- .... 

A fur farm --- lynx fishers ---~s~~rs 
some blRCk fox ~ __ 

(still watching FAWCETT) y'Qtr"re bre8.king the law all 
the time, F8wcett. Y_QU~O stAlking in June! Did 
you know th8t was ......... outside the moose-seElson ? 

NO.~ 
~YOu-te-l-r-me wilen ~he 
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\NO. ~4 
After how man~y years? ~W~trr-disgust) September 
15th ! 

-~ 
I' reckon if-a fat moose walks into your territory 
h~wants-to be ea~~n,\! (With his cackling laugh) 
I~or out of se.as..u..~ 

(watching the other tvvo in silence) Why do you 
two follow me --- first for dreams t then for truth? 

(looking up at the sky and shivering) It seems to 
~e blowing up cold ! 

(startled) That's what I thought! You.never know 
what weather 'you're going to get. Remember that 
day it stayed dark till two in the afternoon? 

(cynically) It was dark because you was dead 
asleep --- ! 

(indignantly) We moved around with lamps --­

(beyond his tsther) What about it? What's the 
good of r~_~mbering ? 

(quietly) I don't like it full moon. It seeTIS ---
dangerous The towers seem to move 

What towers ? 

They --- ! 

(frantic) Shut up ! 

FAWCETT sits there shivering. The 
others seem unaware of this cold. 

(pleasantly) Listen to that silen~e. You can't 
break R silence like that. Do you notice 9 the 
animals never try? They squawk and bellow but the 
noises just sink in. 

STUBB nods vigorously. 

(seeing STUBB's nod) That's right 

I told the silence a mouthful while you was away_ 
I said I couldn't never bear to --- (For a moment 
he seems to falter) touch a woman o 
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(laughing deliberately) Go on! Nobody'd say you 
was a ~ouf if they'd seen you with FIRming Ethel 
down at Pas, eh, Fawcett? 

ThRt's right! 

I heRrd she nearly pulled her pistol on you in the 
act! And she said 9 'Do you wRnt my blood as well.?' 
Do you wRnt my blood ! 

(delighted with the bogus Demory) That's right ! 

The atBosphere of make-believe 
starts agRin. 

ThRt WRS the time Long IvIartin jumped over 8 cubicle 
and lRnded on M8Y FInd 8 de luxe prospector from 
Winnipeg ... ! He was blind that night! He sRid the 
prospector had her knickers and high-heeled shoes 
on and she WRS painting hiB red ! 

(chuckling) With her rouge-stick 

They used to charge all-night prices there! Rose 
never would take an all-night customer if she could 
help it. Remember that? She sRid you had to "be a 
wife every time --- and she wasn't that unfaithful, 
not to chFlnge husbRnds six times 8 week ! 

She had R kind of a wit, don't you think so --­
Rose? 

She did 

Remember the guy ~hO used to sit her on his lcnees 
for A couple of hours 8.nd then go 8way? They sa.y 
he had it shot away in the war. 

He WAS scared, thRt's all! He was pale, you 
renenber? HiS eyes moved a lot, they seemed to 
be flOAting all the time --- very dark, very soft 

(quietly) You're talking about Long Martin. 

An I ? 

That's how the pimps start. No interest in sex 

I remember 

(suddenly) stop remembering 

Silence. 



f' '.'~f). • ~".... ~. I. 
, ...... -,.' . 

. ! 

, . 
. . 

". I.' 

.: ". 

: . 



r 

STUBB 

FAYiCETT 

DOG 

FAYvCETT 

DOG 

FAWCETT 

STUBB 

DOG 

FAWCETT 

STUBB 

DOG 

FA WCE':rT 

DOG 

77. 

~ ¥Bl'ti1g Devil e $ n9v.er .:bee:a this le1'i~\ 

If we're leaving, Dog --- shall I damp ttie smudge 
down ? 

N0 9 let it stay! 

And start a forest fire? It hasn't rained in two 
months ! 

(angrily) It's all right~ I tell you --- it's 
dying every minute .. just the same! 

The radio begins blinking Again, S.O.S. 

(te) STD:gB) What's the matter with him? 

(seeing the radio) There1s a signa1 9 Dog. 

You'll get your signRls soon enough! 

(approaching the radio) I'll answer ito 

(bellowing) Leave it alone! (Murmuring to him­
self) Long Martin --- (To STUBB) Perhaps you'd 
like to go into partnership with him again --- when 
we go down ? 

Pimping ? 

In the mail-order racket! He took 8 room six foot 
by ten in a seven-storey house in Bridge Street, . 
Vancouver --- he rubbed blanco in his collar to 
get it white --- and he sent out envelopes --- he 
---! (Stopping) You're looking so sad ! 

(quietlY9 EtS if to protect STUBB) Long MHrtin 
h8s a couple of the brightest whorehouses in the 
North West Territories, isn't thRt right? 

·Like hell he has! He never even had a secretary 
And he said to you (to STUBB)9 if your memory 
stretches back that far 9 he said~ 'Come in with me, 
we'll Advertise our pelts in the -small-ads column 
in the Vancouver Times, we'll give 8. Ll8il-order 
number 9 and we'll send 'em b0 d pelts for cut prices!' 
What a hero! And he went round all the stations 
from Mackenzie Bay to Eskimo Point picking up bad 
pelts! And the business caught like a forest fire! 
It went from bad to better, 8nd froD better to low­
down crooked 9 and now he's a rich man! And you 
was his white-collared worker --- you wiped his 
business clean every day ! 
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(hanging his heAd) "Doesn't sound like Long Martin 
to me ! 

Not the Long Mc-1rtin you've been cooking up for 
yourself for ~hree yeArs ! 

The r8djo-signal ceases. 

I fllw[-tys he ard he's got the fntte st whore s in Prince 
George! It was DRve broke the news --- remember 
that? Stubb ? 

Do I !" 

'He's gone prospecting in petticoats!' --- talk 
about lAugh ! 

And the night Long MArtin plAyed Flaming Ethel --­
they didn't take their eyes off the dice for two 
whole nights ~-- Rnd that's' where he got the money! 

I'll strike a bargain. Tell me tpe truth about 
Long Martin And we'll go down ---~:E-'l± s.~.e--G£-f-my; 
reBra at Dave's @~ I'll march you into ~as like a 
victorious army --- we'll make a fortune on 8 
white-fox farm! 

(radiantly) You promise ? 

If you tell the truth! (Relentlessly) It's got 
inside me! O.K.? 

STUBB and FAWCETT glAnce at eRch 
other. 

(to FAWCETT) First --- your list of Long Martin's 
whores --- you remember? 

(eagerly) Yes 

How did you draw it up ? 

(in Alarm) I --- ! 

(impatiently) Te+l him! 

From" --- from the girls in the village 
Wales --- the the fat ones 

South 
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79 •. 

Thanks! And now (to STUBB) I want this one quick 
--- What's Long MRrtin's mail-order address? 

(with lightning speed) Best Pelts Ltd. 9 24 Bridge 
Street 9 V2ncouver. 

Like 8 puppy ! Good ! 

Now =tl"o-vve-ge-d:owtr? r~ ;?: 
Without t:?:e m· ? We'll wait for that --- then go 
down. 

(irritat ) Mail 

A long silence. 

hands) We'll wait a 
..,mdred yeRrs , 

i ~~~. 
Suddenly there is R shotf~Q~~-~e close by. 

It's him. 

They all listen. 

WhAt's he shooting his way up for? 

(lAughing) He's blRzing a trail for your mum and 
dsd t s letters ! 

(with sudden resolve) I don't want letters! 

(jumping up At once) Nor me ! 

(81so jumping up) Let's go 

(alRrmed) You'll stay here 

They stop in the act of picking up 
their pftck.e. 

(to FAWCETT) He's scared! 

(abashed) WeIll go down together. I'm leading you 
--- is that right? Who else cftn fix it up with 
Dave ? You're on contr8ct, remember ! 

(seeing a bargaining point) Well o it's got to be 
quick ! 

He's nearly here Can't you tell by the shot ? 
He's down by the Creek ! Now t8ke it 8ElSY ---
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80. 

Easy Wh8t about another bottle of --- (lsughing 
with an effort) gunshot?· Eh ? 

\ 1 L' s 

Eh ? 

Three 

No. 

He jumps up Rnd opens the chest 9 

pulls out another bottle while the 
other two w8tch him suspiciously. 

(81so shaking his head) It disagrees with me. 
(Suddenly getting 8n ideR) Perhaps they died of a 
jag ! 

Who ? 

The fellers at Gillis's Grave! Suppose they 
drank 211 night --- the mail comes up the night 
before "--- they went out stalking Rnd just --- sat 
there and died --- of boose ---

DOG nods with 8 kind of disgust as 
he puts the untouched bottle on the 
tnble. 

(to DOG) WAS th~ letters read ? 

I don't know! 

I meAn, WAS they opened ? 

(impRtiently) The rnts Ate 'em up, so how do I 
know ? 

There 

Another shot, even closer. 

Whnt did I SAY ? 

They look in the direction of the 
shot 9 run to the door. 

(palling out) Is thnt you 9 Young DAve ? 

They WAit but there is silence. 
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You there, Dave? 

(shRrply, his voice much stronger thRn the others) 
Gel.briel ! 

The'others g8pe at him. 

Listen to thnt9 'Gabriel' ! 

(suddenly turning on DOG) It WAS you got us up 
here! 'Gnbriel,' 'Gabriel'! Who you cAlling 
to --- who you been calling to for three years, for 
Christ's sAke? (ScreAming Rt the top of his voice) 
You bigq fAt, two-fRced 9 beRrded pouf! .1 'm going 9 

down, do you heRr thRt? I'm going down to 
civilisation ! 

(81so shouting) There ain't no civilisation it 
don't exist! It's make-believe, you cockroach 
They're All the same 8S us down there ! 

For R bet! You'd been on 8 jAg and the town 
looked dead, so you laid 8 bet --- Something's got 
to come out of the silence 9 , you said o Like hell 
it did! Like hell ! 

(quietly) It was you said that9 mate. 

(turning on him Blso) Said what? 

About the silence 0 Down at PRS. 

(staring at him) Me? 

That's right! You'd just been offered a job on 
road-hnulnge and it scared the shit out of you! 
So you came up here 

Dog was offered the job 

Dog was working in the municipal --- ! 

(going for him) No~, then? you rat ---

(jumping away) In the municipal office (speaking 
qUiC'kly) sewage depf1rtment --- checking up on the 
rond menders --- ten dollars 8 week ! 

He stands there panting with the 
effort and they 811 seem to share 
the exhaustion. 
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DOG suddenly dashes to the bottle, 
picks it up and takes 8 long drRught. 

(gasping) It's the memory that goes --- they say 
it's the first thing --- there's too much silence 

You remember all right ! 

I feel cold --- (shivering) de8d cold 

ThRt's what I SAid just now! And you said it's as 
hot AS you'll ever get this latitude! 

(sitting down on the chest again, hugging himself 
up) Got the fire laid for tonight? 

We're gOing, you said! 

We're. in a fix if we don't go down --- without gun­
shot ! 

That's right! (To DOG) What do we ent? The 
beans'll be out by the end of the week, the moose­
meat's nearly gone! (Bending down and t8lking to 
hin fiercely) That's like you, isn't it --­
letting us starve to deRth like the boys 8t Gillis's 
Gr8ve s by Manson Creek --- there's the creek just 
below --- do you want us to'do the snme --- ? 

(bursting out angrily but still shivering) To hell 
with your stories! 'MRnson Creek' --- 'Gillis's 
Gr8ve" --- how long are you going GO cling to ~ 
one? 

It's your story --- the rusty frying pant the 
letters n8iled to the, table e8ten by rRts thRt' s 
yours ! 

And you believe it! You put your own lying stories 
in By mouth 8nd then say they're true ! 

(g8sping) I --- ! 

It's true 811 right --- I heard it from 8 guy Rt 
Coldw~ter Creek --- stories Rbout death are alwRys 
true ! 

1 

(fiercely) I'll cast you two in the truth And 
leave you stinking of it --- like men in a bog 
(He goes 'very Quiet) They'll never let us back. 
Get that in your nuts. 

They both stnre at him. 
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83. 

(in a whisper) What's that? 

A hush falls on themo FAWCETT 
casts his eyes round in the 
silence. 

(81so whispering) Re~eTIber what Dave said three 
years ago? 'I'm looking for guys who've given up.' 
And he shot me R wink o 'Like you 9 r he sRid. 

(trembling) 
out suit? 

HeY9 does thqt Young D~ve'weAr a f8117 
Re seemed to --- ! 

(shrieking) Shut up! Shut up! (A'pause) How'd 
they give us superannuation if we wFlsn' t going back? 

(still Quietly, gazing a~ him) To lead you on. 
'Keep yourselves amused up there,' he says. 
Re~ember? 'I'll teach you how to trRp, stretch 
the pelts. Take a gun apiece. A fishing rod o I'll 
give you a pack of huskies.' Remember? 

(bowed) No. 

'All you got to do,' he says, 'is answer the rRdio 
four times 8 daY9 keep the grass round the station 
trimmed, patrol once an hour and --- keep your 
rotten mouth~ shut !' Reme~ber?' 

(terrified g with a gesture towards the door~ 
mldeI the c~-e..t.e ?;-- the E'l l;OWO-:t!S ? 

~e didn't ~~. 

Whnt did you sign on for 9 Dog ? , 

We all did. 

The hush continues. 

(s~ddenly) I'll go down tonight if it kills me, 
I'll make Dave's cabin and kip there the night, 
I'll go alone, so help me God! 

God'll help you all right if you can help yourself 
--- but be cRreful of that silence on your way over, 
that's all, Fawcett --- mind you don't get wobbly 
knees ! 

You come with me, Stubb --~ the silence makes me 
giddy . I have to start shouting --- they'rl pick 
me up for cr8zy ---- l<et's go down

9 
Stubb ! 
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We only feed each other with dreRIDS Alone we're 
real! Go ahead --- go down --- we'll all go down 
alone ! 

Are you bushed?! We've got no gunshot! I can't 
talk to huskies --- by Chr~st (to FAWCETT) He's 
leaving us, Fawcett ---! He's --- ! 

DOG, suddenly seeing his advantage 9 -

seizes his pack and makes as if to 
leave. . 

He's doing it, Fawcett ---! Dog 9 Dog, cone back 
--- we can't handle the huskies Dog 9 Dog! 

(stopping) What do you want ne for? I'm not 
gunshot ! 

(exhausted) We just need you. 

.. - I 

(surrendering) You're --- in with the silencc g Dog. 
You seem to know about it. 

(throwing down his pack with a glad gesture) All 
right ! 

Thank Christ 

Anyway 9 maybe he's deRd --- Boved to another town 
--- another- --- civilisation ! 

Who's 'he r ? 

The petticoat-dealcr 

(turning on him fiercely) And you --- what '11 you 
live on? Going back to lavatory-attendant in 
V8ncouver ? 

(stunne d) Dog 

(relentlessly) MAybe the hole you drilled through 
to the ladies' lavatory is still there 

(staring before him) It was Wales ---

You didn't stir out of British Columbia till you 
was turned twenty-three And Christ knows who gave 
birth to you ! 

7 
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~RiRg 8\ilQ,QQl'l.J.y)· fl 

(with disgust) 

by. They jump. 

gun out of his hands He's 

(to nOG) And whAt about you --- what '11 you go back 
to ? 

I ---

(continuing) He comes out to do the big prospecting 
job --- sAils from Southampton in 8 de lux~ liner 
carrying coal --- 8nd they give him 8 job nt the 
Town Hall in Winnipeg! A job listening to the 
assistant sewnge-officer talking big about Eskimos 
and the king of KumCl.si who painted the walls .of his 
palace with human blood! 

(quietly) You look ugly when you say thFlt. 

I feel sick, more likely 

ThAt's digust at yourself! 

They glare at each other. 

I just feel de8d --- the 8ir feels dend 9 do you 
know wh8t I ITi'88i1? I c8n't smell the pine-firs 
Any more (he sniffs) --- just 8bout now you can 
s:r.lell the lake 9 usually --- when the wind changes 9 
8S the sun st8rts its downwArd course ,t-G\~ :she gl1jF 
~t ;P~&1 l:::'.scr-a==~ 8~.---

The other two continue to glare 
at G8.ch other. 

(still to STUBB) Why don't you finish it? How he 
took A wife --- ? 

I was le8ving it to you ! 

And couldn't do it 
it --- ? 

got hAlf-way and couldn't do 

(sorry now) Wel1 9 you don't have to blABG yourself 

Silence. 
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There don't seem 8 reRson for dOing anything; 
(Pointing at the bottle) Even the rye --- it's just 
liquid: Eh, Stubb ? 

(in a dried-up, sunken voice) We'll leAve. I'll 
teRr up the contract with my own h?nds 

(in 8 whisper) LeRve 9 now, Dog? 

Yes. 

We won't wRit for the mAil ? 

DOG .~ 

STUBB 

DOG 

STUBB 

DOG 

STUBB 

(in the 

STUBB 8nd FAWCETT reach out for their 
packs~ watching DOG for a move. 

up. 

We lock the c8bin ? 

We close the cabin u 

DOG No, leave it open for the boy. (Strangely) He's 
young Rnd gree7. ••• 

FAWCETT (as STUBB tAkes up his gun) What's the use of guns 
without shot? 

STUBB (strGpping ,~ his pack) They're weapons just the 
same. Y"" 

~~.aj;,che.s_t1:!e.m-d...;i.a;!;J.e s sly as J 
~ /1 ~ j' they prepare their p8cks flg8lfi. 
/Vf) ~ .. 

DOG , ~~t forget the frying 
, 

STUBB \ (turning) What's that? 
\ 

DOG 

STUBB 

The frying.,.....p..c< II 

O~fJ'Y.;iJlg~_F.aW'Ge;j;;t ¥ 
FAWCETT nods and absently takes it 
down And begins strapping it to the 
bAck of his pRck. 
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(hastilj) We'll hit the other side of the v81ley 
by'nightfall --- there's light enough --- ! 

~J J :be--trhe're -=- w'1'"-th-hi-s-pO'l-isfied whi te_clil':lklr! 
RemeElber that ! 

_~ __ -~,:o 

__ ~I ..... dQ.n~"t=l~rA¥e--&®-See-h-iTl~~ 

I heard of Boman once, he filled in seventy 
thous[1nd, nine hundred and forty-two envelopes 

(turning) ThAt WAS Stubb ! 

(stopping his preparAtions) I used to hate that 
wnll --- more thnn anything --- it WAS dirty yellow 
--- And the way Long Martin used to cough --- every 
dAY, every hour of the day --- (he imitates Ro 
terrible dry cough) the wRy he used to put his 
finger round the inside of his collAr on the hot 
dAYs --- I had to get out, Dog ! 

And you're gOing back to that? 

(helplessly) I couldn't 

You was talking through your snot about me just 
now --- in the sewage depRrtment --- do you expect 
me to go back to that ? 

There is R shot in the distance. 

He's further off 

MRybe he's lost! (To DOG) We could answer his 
shots with ours if you h8dn't traded our pelts for 
rye this morning ! 

Th8t WAS yesterd8Y 
gunshot ! 

We've been two days without 

It WAS this morning ---! (But he isn't sure) 

(to STUBB) I'll tell you why you won't go to Long 
M~rtin --- because you owe him close on seven 
hundred quid ! 

J~-?----------------__________ ~ 
Yo~ owe Long MF!rtin tM-t~ 
(to ... D£Qj_W'~ 
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~e-da.t.e_ma.'ke"'s-no difference! A dOtXP."~l.~~~. ~rfle'1*s.and l ~~~-rrgu --- ~~_e..§1 ! 

(dazed) Seven hundred ---

(to FAWCETT) That leAves ~OU9 lAv8tor~-man --- to 
go back to your hole in the wall --- Alone ! 

(as if to cover this up) I never heard about Stubb 
owing any seven hundred quid ! 

Not about Long Martin w8iting down in Pas for him 9 
saying he won't put him in gaol, he'll take him 
into partnership again --- on hRlf-pay --- for 
fourteen years, until his bnlls have shrivelled to 
the sizG of peas! That was Long Martin's own 
expression ! 

What would I need that money for ? 

To pay your wife for leaving her in the shit twenty 
years bRCk --- ! 

A silence during which FAWCETT 
gazes at STUBB sympathetically_ 

The lodger ---

There was no lodger There W8S Mr. and ~I.[rs. 
Stubb === nobody even looked at her in the butcher's 
every Dorning ! 

I never sent her nothing. No money, only letters ! 

You left that, to Long Martini! That's what you 
did! And it piled up until he had you in a corner 
where you couldn't move ! 

(with sudden decision) I Ain't going down! 

Like hell you ain't 

They listen Ag8in. Nothing. 

(in [1. lower voice) Let's go up, not down 

(startled) Jl.E? 

We'll find another cabin further up 
wire. 

(nervously) It's an idea 

Beyond the 
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But --- but --- ! 

(with a chuckle) Give me thAt rye. Invntory-man 

FAWCETT hAnds him the bottle and 
DOG tRkes A drink. 

(looking Rt him affectionAtely) You know 9 you're 
still our Dog. You AlwRYS will be. It's something 
a fiAn's born with. 

DOG hRnds the bottle bRCk to him 2nd 
FAWCETT closes it AgAin carefully. 

We'll freeze to deAth up there! 

DOG It did me goud to trRde that gunshot 
RlwAys hnted guns ! 

I've 

FAWCETT ~You coul-dne·veT-s-ho,o_t _____ ~ 

DOG (indignRntly) I used to be 8 
at five hundred yards I 

in the WRr 

STUBB 

FAWCETT ----_./ 

DOG 

STUJ3B 

FAWCETT 

DOG 

STUBB 

STUBB 

DOG 

You wRsn't in the W8r 

(gAzing At the bottle he has just closed) I never 
used to get real ~fink --- even on a week's jag. 
J nlways hAd one/'eye open --- ! 

Like one lAVAtory-eye 

We coulj go to D8ve'~ ---,kip there the night 
see WhR he snys About illOVing on --- try 8 town 
we've seen before! 

lots of towns I wouldn't like to see again 

Vnncouver, Winnipeg ---

The whole d~unn L~~~ __ p4rint. Frince George, FRS 

A shot~ close by Agnin. 
They stare At each other 

They jump. 
in horror. 

Suppose he's bringing bAd news --- ! 

Ssssh ! 

They listen intently. 
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(in A lowered voice) I don't like the way hets --­
moving round --- ! 

Wh8t ? 

Suppose it's not one at all! Suppose it's several! 

(frightened) How could that be ? 

Suppose they're signalling --- one side of the valley 
to the other --- closing in ? 

( un co illf a rt Ably) ~Tp!:;;Pe+l±q slJ£2:J 

They listen again. 

(bursting out) Is there 8 price on your head or not? 

What about him? (Pointing at STU13B) He's wanted 
for seven hundred quid! They'd s.urround 8 place 
for thAt ! 

We're wanted for the W8r mnybe --- shirking the 
war 

The war WAS --- when? (He StOPS9 perplexed) 

Long Mnrtin's too lazYe And he might be defld 
I tell you, it didn't seem like seven hundred 

, Illore like 

How much 9 Stubb ? 

Five Quid 

'~' ! Five 8 week for three years! 

I never W8S mnrried 9 so I CAn't tell! (With his 
startled look) 

l (burying his heRd in his hand~--I-Q.gn-!-t-w"fln·t-t·e-:he_ 
with you two Any more! 

We CAn't wait for this mail R~} night! 
~. 

They listen ogB"in. And RgAin they 
relRx R l.a:-t~le in the silence. 
~. 

(to DOGj~The air feels de8d up here --- there's, 
~otW:-ng moving --- !~"be-ftifig ffi:mseU) Mt\-Y.beJ 
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) we-t-re r ad l 0 -a c =t-i-v-e-':-~I~t~t S-g-_ P-_~-:--":'""··B-~ ---:0'~=r;:;::bP-o-ne s --­
driving us mad! 

(his heRd still buried) 'You're as limp RS a rag 9 ' 

'she said? 'Why the hell did I marry you? --- at 
that dance I thought you had a truncheon in your 
trousers --- and now look! t That's what she 
said 

The other two gaze at him. They sit 
down Again. Silence. 

(quietly) We used to hAve quite 8. rituAl round here. 
Remember whnt Dog used to SAY (to STUBB) ? --- the 
stars have a rhythm, so have we, so has the moon, 
and it's the same one ! 

(gazing 8t DOG) He used to bless the cabin once 8 

month with Greek wRter. Half-an-hour's silence at 
nightfall. We had some style in our life then 
Look at him now ! 

(murmuring) But you hated me for it! Well, you've 
got your democracy now (Suddenly) It's funny --­
r WAs wider awake than I've ever been before but---! 

What's that? 

In the Eskimo trance --- that's right! --­
(RadiAntly) I saw 8 new lAnd, 2 lRnd where she's 
been leading us all this time, you can laugh at 
Gabrie1 9 you can kill her if you like --- you've 
done it, you've killed my dreams --- but she's 
leRding us there --- I remember it now --- you can 
call her what you like --- you can call her Dave's 
whore or my little Ashanti boy ••• ! 

I swear you was dead in that trRnce 9 Dog --- we 
tried your breath on n piece of glass ! 

I SAW the new land --- right before my eyes 
8nd the three guys Sitting there --- nt Gillis's 
Grave --- ! 

(startled) Gillis's Grave? 

That's where she led them! And they just sat down 
out of joy And thought they was dead --- because 
they was alive for the very first time ---! They 
just sat down and died of joy! And one of the 
guys --- I'll never forget! --- he W8S trailing 8 
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frying pRn - he ran mRybe ten or fifteen miles along 
the rim of 8 hill, up the trap-line 9 behind the 
other gUYS9 I remember this frying pan clAnging 
AgAinst the trees 9 it clnnged for ten or fifteen 
miles 9 [llong the rim of the hill --- he must have 
been strong --- he must have had some constitution 

it was fe8r thnt gave him the strength mRybe --­
his eyes WRS popping out of his head ! 

I never heard of people dying of joy 

You'd SAY they died of cold --- they renched the 
snow-line --- they had no ---! (He stops with a 
perplexed expression) They had no gunshot ---

Listen, Dog, I'd like to go down! 

I'll never forget that frying pan clRnging along --­
In the woods, at the rim of the hill! And every­
thing W8S so clenn p so cool, the further you went, 
the sounds were so cleRr For fifteen miles ! 
And then the snow-line ! 

(with his startled look, gazing up) This is the 
best home I ever had ! . 

Me, too 

A shot very close by. They jump. again. 

Hey ! 

Sssh ! 

They listen intently. 

(whispering) He's just round the corner! 

(Also whispering) He c8n't be! You cRn't walk 
through that bush without rustling A leaf ! 

He must have crept ---

They sit quite still, peering At the door. 

(suddenly calling out) 
Is tha~ you out there ? 
Us ! 

De8d silence. 

Young DRve! Young Dnve ! 
(A pause) Come and join 

l 
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(in An animated whisper) Dave 
nc-lIDe! (To FAWCETT) I re ck 

. er told his son's 
know why~ too ! ---

he's the son of a whore' 

Go on ! 

ArD.y one night --- she 

hAt's enough! We don't have sC8ndsl 

A twig breRks near by. 

STUBB Hey 

FAWCETT 

DOG 
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DOG 

FAWCETT 

STUBB . 

FAWCETT 

DOG 

STUBB 

They ~isten, their eyes wide. 

(still whispering) Hefs spying on us With 
orders to shoot if we try to leave ! 

(CAlling out AgAin? but more tremulously) Son of 
Dftve !. Son of DRve ! 

There isn't a sound. 

It's the smudge! I threw some twigs on the smudge 
this morning (But he is trembling) 

Th8t's where the shot came from --- the last shot! 

I CRn feel something's there! 

It's the smudge, I tell you 
--- ! 

It's somebody moving --- ! 

I CRn see the smoke 

It's Young DAve taking the mike --- he plAYS the 
fool ---! (Trembling violently) 

(suddenly~at the top of his voice) Come out, you 
son-of-n-bitch 9 come on out • 

His voice echoes sway and there is 
dead silence. 

(frRnticRlly, to DOG) It's you get's us laughed 
st· wi ~h your dre flllS( 

, 
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Thnt's right. (But still trembling) Remember when 
he hid from the cops over at Dave's cAbin? Ran 
out of the shop with his beard flying --- DAve's fRce 
fell A mile --- ! 

(shouting) Except th8t you rAn with me ! 

(his teeth chattering) WhAt? 

With your COAt-tAils flying 

I ran becAuse you rAn 

We all ran together. 

And all the cops did was sit there and play cards, 
and we stnyed in the bushes And watched 'em --- for 
three hours or more! And I think they --- kept --­
chuckling! (His teeth chatter so much that he can 
hRrdly tAlk) 

ThRt's right! And Dave said on the rAdio, 'WhAt 
WAS you scared of9 boys ?' afterwards With thAt 
little twinkle ! 

They listen agAin but nothing moves. 

It's the smudge, I tell you ---

(calling out again) Got the mail, Dave's son? 

Silence. 

Suddenly there is a shot Almost 
where they stand. 

They Are All shivering violently. 

(clutching hold -of DOG) Somebody's moving 
(Pointing) 

They st8nd close together, gnping 
At the spot the shot C8me from. 

(with R peculiar wild triumph) They've come --- to 
get us! They're surrounding .us, boys 

The seven hundred --- !. 
p 

(with horror) The hole in the wall --­

(shouting) Get the packs on your backs 
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They all scramble over 8ach other trying 
to get their packs on 9 picking up their 
rifles 9 kicking the bottles over. 

FAWCETT doesn't succeed in getting his 
pack on becAuse of the frying pAn he has 
strApped on. 

HRmmer a note on the tAble for DAve --- an S.O.S.---! 
(Diving at one of the store-chests And pulling out 
a large hAmmer nnd some long nAilS) A pencil, 
quick !An S"OoS. --- we're going up the trCtpline 
--- further up --- ! 

(trembling feeling in his pockets for a pencil) 
You're bushed ! 

Quick 

There is Another shot9 immediAtely 
by them. 

He drops the hAmmer And nAils And he and 
STUBB dash off, with their pAcks and guns. 
We hear DOG shout: 

They've come to get us, Stubb 

FAWCETT is left Alone, hopelessly trembling 
AS he tries to get the pAck on his back 
and pick up his rifle At the same time. 
The frying Il11n trn~lS. 

(fr~ntically) Stubb! Stubb! STUBB 

STUBB reE1ppeCtrs. 

(taking hold of him) Quick 

(still trying to get the pAck up) Stubb 9 the 
frying pan --- the frying pan ! 

Come on 

He pulls FAWCETT offp Rnd the lASt we 
see of the latter is thG frying pan --­
he is trailing his pack nlong by the 
straps, with the frying pan clattering 
behind. 

(as he goes off) The frying pan ! 

l 
I 
I 
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We hear it clnnging Along behind him. 
It dies AWRY slowlyo Silence • 
Huskies b8rk close bY9 then there is 
silence 8.gElin .. 
After R long pnuse YOUNG DAVE enters 9 
8. youth of fifteen or sixteen. He hns 
R gun slung over his shoulder, a smRll 
pack nnd 8. belt of ammunition. 

He =L~oved and heRvily_ booted. 
He st8re~ round 8.t 811 the disorder. He 
tnkes fl. thick bundle of letters out of 
his pack and puts them on the table. 
Suddenly 8. bird. flies over~ he runs to 
the window to tAke aim but is too lRte. 
Then he leRves nnd tries to close the 
door behind him. But there is no lock 
and it swings on its hinges. He kicks 
it closed 8. second time but agAin it 
swings open. 
He re-enters the CAbin, clearly wondering_ 
where to leave the letters 9 for feAr they 
will blow aw8.Y. He sees the hAmmer and 
long n8ils ." With one sure, smArt stroke 
he drives n nAil into the letters snd 
fixes them on the tnble. 
He le8.ves in R hurry. The door swings 
behind him. 
There is silence. 
The rAdio blinks S.OoSo 
There appeAr to 
letters there. 
concentr8.ted on 
fnlls. We cnn 
nibbling them. 

c U R T A I N 

be quite 8. number of 
Our Attention is 
them 8S the curtain 
8lresdy imagine the rAts 
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THE addience seemed glad to disap.pear 
into the relative snugness of the Potteries 

after the shivers this gave. Maurice 
Rowdon's new play concerns three men­
petty thieves, it seems, and down-and­
outers-who have shut themselves away in 
North Canadian trapping territory. Each 
spends his days constructing fantasies for 
himself, in' WhICh he plays defrocked 
,minister or cuckolded husband or what-

-- . you will, and sometimes varies it by taking 
Dart in, reconstruction of the myths created 
by his partners in silence. Truth and 
illusion have elided into an inseparable 
jumble-hence. much of the difficulty of 
the play. 

But it is about more than the effect of 
isolation on the mind. Mr Rowdon is using 
people and setting as a microcosm in which 

h man, dominated by the constant threat of 
~~~~ death, clearly needs both self-deception and 

...--rt'"". ~"t..t.t~ the sense of belonging in a supernatural 
\~ ..• '.~;;;.:' :~. ~ .\,'t~ order if he is to survive. It is obviously 

'\:' '.- -, r ii" ". significant that the leading trapper calls 
Y iii ;.>~. :-.;;. himself Dog. lt~e play fairly seethe".... w~ 

\..;:;E.o. !.:~u;~n 

symbols, most less obvious than this) and 
there are frequent 'references to tbe deity 
and snatches of Bible. At the end, when 
all illusions have been smashed and the 
trappers troop forlornly out to freeze in 
the, snow, it isn't clear whether this 
betokens. some possible salvation or just 
emptiness. Mr Rowdon, as well he might, 
leaves the audience to puzzle out the old 

. problem of after-life for itself. 
Actually, I sensed in the reception 

something of the boredom one used to 
feel during the bleaker scripture lesson 
at school, a pity. Mr Rowdon (a novelist 
and travel writer, by the way, who lives 
In Italy) does seem to write a bit flatly 
and uninventively sometimes: we feel 
the tedium of the tedium too much. But 
be has a go'od grasp of dia~ogue and 
character," and he uses them to ask really 
interesting, . fat-reaching questions. 

Terence Davies, Tony Handy, and Anton , i . 

Vogel soldier through it all bravely. I ~) -:~\ .... ,; ; 
particularly liked Mr Handy's Welshman: ~:":.~~)f.i_".7"'" 
solemn intensity with just a hint of levity :;:::::~~:;. ~~~. 
at the back of it. Director: Peter ;;~ '~~{::{)-':} Ch . '.'. ,"" -"~ ~,,. 

eeseman. _____ _ J ·.··"i~'~~~:;;{~· 

~Z~~~·~~lo~. n=-;;g"-"-",-~n-i=gh=-==-=tm==---a=-=r=--=-e-~j====o--!u----r'ney 
ilfa}~;~;v~w~:!~~e~ compu·lst·on of I I of a dream, with fantasy· ;; 
I and truth mixed up, it is II 

f~:o at~:r:~~:~~:fT~:!~:f, stark New Vic play \ 
at the VictOria Theatre, I i Harishill, last night. . 
In writin~ about beinJt in but I must r~port honestly \monoto~y of ~~me of Mr. 

a tran~e, therefiore. I am that a lot of .people in. last Rowdon s repebtIve passages. : 
expreSJSIing .a very per-sonal night's premIere .audlence Tony Handy is s~undlY ,; 
point of view in saying that clearly. never got mto the Welsh, although that IS not I 
I finalLy reaohed a surprised trance. vitally important, and was so I 
state of c9mpulsio'll, ,afte[" ... ~ f' successful in his portrayal of I 
gradu.a,ting through near- lVIemory 0 Sin hopeless inadequacy that he i 

boredom. during this new This was certainly no might have been one of ~hose I. 

play about three irur trappers reflection on the efforts of the lost, l"onely souls spreading I' 

in the ';V'hite wastes of, New Vic Trio, who played out his life, over a 22-year I 
Northern Canada. themselves to exhaustion. as regular army engagement. . 

It is a first attempt at play- football reporters sometimes My only general criticism 
writing by Maurice Rowdon, say. Anton Vogel, with his of the perfonnance is that the 

\
' who ~ e previous literary rough-looking beard, had the acto'f-s sometimes t.end/ to 
I expenence has been as a best appearance and the most build up false tenSIOns by 
i novelist and travel writer, convincing manner of the trying to give too much 
, and his work has the bleakly three; the other two, Tony significance to it all. They, 
i realistic approach of a docu- Handy and Terence Davies, would be wen advised to play I 
1 m.en tary reporter of human were still in our hemisph~re it down a bit. l 
! nature which suggests the when they needed somethlI~g 1V1r Rowdon has vet to 
: influence of Russian and less recognisable in thIS learn' about the dramatic, 
I Scandinavian masters. unfamiliar dramatic territory. opportunities' available in the 
i His isolated trio are British, ~hese tJ:lree have opted for theatre, but his, first play has 
. but the, atmosphere he gener- theIr whIte dreamland as a stark strength and savagely 

ates is far removed from these pref~rable .to . the hard clearthinkinog in parts. ev€'Il 
shores in the sense that I realIty of th~lr f31~ure ~o cope if it is only a dream. I 

could have believed the writer p~o'p~rly wlth lIfe m the. t ~.s., . ' 
was still up there himself in CIVIlIsed wor~d and Ant~m -.' ~J;.:'>l. \~; 

I 
his log cabin if I had not met V~vel ~ave me. the most sabs'" . ..' ... :J:.:>;,.:~ .. '.}~ .. ~':' •. ,.;' . .':~ .. : 
him afterwards. fymg Impre.sslOn of. a man. ['~':: ", :.~ .:<. ': 

.. slowly freezmg up WIth onlYI ·t> /'\:~:'::':'''' 
. ~y own feelmg IS. that the the memory of his sins, and :\;.. .::-'; ~·f'·i::,,::' 

aud!ence has to ge~ lnto that those of the other two, to :.'~." ........... ~.: .... /.~~.'.> ..... , .... :~ 
~abm. and share thIS sen~ ?f keep him company· j':' ", ",;.,::: '.,': 
lsolatlOn to, get a~sorbed m Terence Davies, a gOOdl ..... :.:' .. ':.<,,' 

. the dementla whlCh creeps comedian who seems to be 
slowly into the minds of such stuck with his northern 

__ "--~'1\"eut-off ~ople. accent in every part, is the 
I managed it, aft e r per-, often - uncon~cio1,l~' humorist. \~ 
vering with it as though\WhiCh sets hini 'ap~rt from 1 

etting into a difficult book. the others ahd breaks up the .. 
I 

-- --, 

.. 



ESKIMO TRANCE--- Index of Terms. 

" White-trapping is trapping by laying strychtnine'poison-
ing, illegal because the husky.dogs can pick it up. A 
trapper's word for swinish. 

; : 

Smudge is a fire lit near the hut to keep mosquitoes aw~y: 
it smoulders gently day and night. . 

cache is a structure on poles to keep provisions on; so 
that the grizzly bears can't climb up and take it at night. 

PAS was a famous prospector's station earlier this century: 
saloons, whorehouses, a few shops (for rye whisky). PRINCE 
GEORGE was the same. ESKIMO POINT and CHURCHILL were where 
the trappers traded. their pelts. Ra~ium was:found at-ECHO 
POINT, as the play says. BASKERVILLE, ment~oned in Act 2 
with ridicule, was a shanty town from the goldrush days. 

pitchblend ore---a kind of gold; assay means to test this, 
ore in the laboratory; .it cost five pounds in the Twenties. 

~ . 
de luxe prospectors were the speculators, not the men who 
did the actual prospecting and staking out of the groun[. 

white-fox---the foxes trapped in the snowy r~gions of course. 

angekok---the Eskimo medicine man, as the play says. 

the old telegraph trail---this first telephonic trail in 
the NW Territories was laid by trappers, mostly by a French­
man on horseback; a Wild, godfearing drunken ma~. The 
flowers mentioned in the play (p. 21) are those actually 
to be found there. .' 

\ . 
cockroach---I've adapted this from the" Italian: meaning 
priest. 

placer gold in the gravel bars of the river: the river beds 
were dredged for gold; placer means the sands or gravel bed 
that contained valuable minerals. 

tailings---refuse from the gold-dredging. 



THE,ESKIMO TRANCE. 

If I were asked what kind of play this was I would 
think first of WAITING FOR GODOT and THE ICEMAN COMETH. 

The scene is a 'nuclear outpost' at the northern edge 
of Canada: exactly what kind'we don't know. The three 
men---DOG, STUBB and FAWCETT---have been sent up here to 
keep guard, 'trim the grass', answer the radio. They've 
been given a trapper's hut (probably it belongs to one of 
the old trapping routes) and have learned trapping and pelt­
stretching more to keep themselves amused than anything. 
Most of this we learn only towards the end of the play. 

There are two acts. In the first these men deceive 
each other and above all themselves into believing that they 
are real trappers and that in the old days they lived really 
adventurous lives, gold-prospecting and radium-prospecting 
and whoring. They tell themselves that they're ~p here on 
a foolish bet they made down at pas, a prospector's town~ 
to see how long they could 'stand the silence'. ~They~ve 
been up here for oeer three years now; in the_silence, and 
clearly they're going', 'bushed'- .... -trapper's language for crazy. 

But in Act 11 DOG, partly provoked by the others, skil­
fully leads them to the truth. The truth is that outside 
their trapper's hut there is a concrete emplacement with 
barbed wire all round, a 'tower', unexplained generators. 
And the significance of the radio is explained to us. The 
three of them really feel they will never see civilisation 
again: DAVE, whose son appears at the end of the play for 
a moment or two, chose them for the job because he was 'after 
people who'd clearly 'given up'. And he told them to keep 
their mouths shut. No one visits them. DOG goes down for 
the mail, the arrival of which is Signalled across to them 
by a red flag. Significantly other people seem to avoid him 
wham he visits the other station. 

Are they radio-active? would they be quietly got rid of 
if they did try to break their contract and go 'down'? These 
are the frightful questions put towards the end of the play. 
But we see that what chiefly prevents them from going down is 
their laSSitude, which comes from a sense' of having committed 
terrible cri,mes. 

+ + + 

They've each run away from their own lives in England, 
and ~they can't face thems~lves. They can't exactly say 
what their crimes have been. They even get their supposed 
crimes mixed up, and accuse each other of what they secretly 
accuse themselves; they even accept roles which the others 
attribute to them, though these are manifestly false---for 
instance, FAWCETT accepts STUBB's idiotic assertion that he 
was the lodger in South London who seduced his wife; partly 
FAWCETT does this to excite STUBB sexually. And STUBB sud­
denly says that DOG was the policeman who nearly arrested 
him for beating his wife; though he and DOG never met before 
they came to canada~ 

They lie, romance to each other, g~ their stories mixed 
up. It is almost as if we were listening to the confused 
story of humanity itself •• ~ 

DOG has several names, though he only owns to one of them 
at a time, with great Earnestness. 

+ + + 
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They are in danger ai~i the time, frightened all the 
time. this is what makes their cosy dreams necessary. 
surelK things are all right? ~urelt the past is. still there? 
And t is past is the nineteenth cen ury: the' 'construction 
days' in trapper's language, and the period in which our 
modern world, with its nuclear posts as well; was constructed. 
All three characters were in fact too young to know the 
construction days but they look back to them as if Baskerville, 
pas etc,(the gpldrush shanty towns) were still there, and 
they get a daredevil feeli~ rrom doing s6. But they're not 
daredevil: they haven't even ordinary sexual energies, as--­
we see towards the end of the play; they're 'too terrified 
perhaps, too 'bushed'. 

+ + + 

And the play---their lives---is dominated and haunted 
by one story, which is repeated again and again throughout, 
the story of Gillis's Grave at Manson Creek. This is a 
genuine trapper's story. Three trappers were found dead 
without a mark on their bodies: the door of their hut was 
swinging open; their mail was na~led to the table, except 
that when it was found it had been mostly gnawed by rats. 
Was it terror that killed them? cold? hunger? 'joy'?--­
DOG even suggests 'joy', in:a_strange mood. All through' 
the play we are given explanations of what mlght have happ­
ened to these three trappers. And at the end we realise 
that these men are no less than the three trappers themselves. 
In a strange way they have been talking about themselves. 
Here is the significance of the loose; 'hanging door' ~n the 
stage directions (P. 1), and of DAVE'S SON's final ~act, 
a minute before the end of the play, when with one firm 
stroke he hammers the mail on to the table; and in the light 
that plays:on that mail as the curtain goes down we can 
already see the rats beginning to nibble at it... The 
trappers have fulfilled a destiny beyond their control. 

And at the end we see that perhaps FAW~}TT was right--­
they may have been radio-active: isDAVE'SIJ-,-SCN in a fall­
out suit? or are those heavy gloves and boots normal wear 
for the bush? 

The play should of c aurse myst ify, but it sh.ouldn' t 
confuse or frustrate the understanding. 

The actors should tremble Violently, weep, get over­
excited rather like clowns. At times theyyshould seem to 
burlesque our cosy day-to-day forms of address. They are 
a clown trio caught in a terrifying situation. Hence, my 
mention of. WAITING FOR GODOT. Did you see the Berli~ 
production of this, at the SCh~oss;park Theater? That is 
exactly the sort of spellbound tension, sparkling in bright 
light, that I would like.· I imagine light shining into 
their faces fiercely---showing every tear, squint. These 
three men quarrel suddenly end Violently and are the~. easy 
together in a pleasant, reminiscing conversation: here 1s 
the reS:son for my mentioning THE ICEMAN C01'1ETH. .It all 
plays out as conversation, in the same sort of rhythm as . 
they achieved in t~e Arts production of that play some years 
ago. 

+ + + 

And now to its connection witli our life. Everything 
we see before us---all the junkshop and ornamentation and 
marvellous cosiness we ·n~ve inherited from the nineteenth 
century---could disappear in a moment if something went 
wrong; if, as the papers say, a certain trigger was pulled ••• 
But perhaps things are going wrong now and at this moment, 
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~ll the_ time, so that we too are rather· like clowns 
play-acting the past because we are in the midst of the ~ 
~ost frightful terror that gas existed on the earth. We' 
are surrounded---some of the cancer specialists tell us--­
by cancer-causing agents all day long, in the air we breathe, 
in the s9i1, in- the food we eat; twenty years will pass 
before the results are observable in our children. Has 
the e~t~ b~en contaminated for generations to came? are we 
contaminated? are our children born with the damage alre~ay 
dane to them? have we a1Beady wrecked life for them and our­
selves not only with atomic explosions and missiles that cause 
earthquakes and floods on a hitherto unknown scale but with 
insecticid~s that flow under the earth and decimate wild life 
and gang about in our own livers in dangerous volumes? These 
are silly and pathetic questions---the Englishman's word 'oranky' 
covers them. But we are silly an~ pathetic people in the 
faoe of problems whicti even the scientists themselves are 
unable to answer. We can only go on asking them. For the 
terror of it is that we have been given no gu~rantee that the 
answer is NO. Our lives -therefore p.ang on the finest thread 
of ignorance; we live from day to day---keeping our fingers 
crossed; noae of us know what is being done in our name, 
none of us can say with authority that the atmmic worker who 
shot himself and his -family recently on the grounds that he 
was contaminated was wrong. The matter was "hushed immediately, 
as was the recent accidental explosion in Texas. Then we . 
live in·the midst of a terror so enormous that we cannot 
recognise it, cannot verify it. 

Yet of course this isn't a moral play a90ut the Bomb. 

+ + + 

Finally, there is the religious theme of the play; 
represented by DOG. The name DOG, as STUBB tells us, is 
God spelled the other way round. In Tudor times 'Dog' was 
often used to mean God; in the religious persecutions. 
DOG'S power (like all power in the end) is through the imag­
ination. He is the only one of the three with real belief:­
and he isAfar gone---'bushed'---that he believes he's in 
touch wi th the sky, to the extent of being: able to Will the 
rffle shots outside; they are secret 'answers' to him. And 
there is a bit of political cunning in this too (as there is 
in all great Cijurches): he to some extent plays on STUBB's 
and FAWCETT's gullibility; he is their politics, too---as 
we see in the 'election' at the beginning of the play. 

Imaginative people can~ produce ~?eworld they want; 
otijer people, the cosy oneSflike STUB~and FAWCETT, inhabit 
this world as if it were the only one possible. I take 
'Poets are the legislators of the world' to mean this. 

In'the end (Act 11) DOG puts his and their faith to the 
test by trading their pelts not for gunshot. but for'rye~whisky--­
and rye doesn't protect you against grizzly bears when you go 
out hunting. 'That's the idea,' he says, 'for God to help 
you if he wants to.' 

And this is partly why they're all up here: to see what 
life ~is really like, whether there is something behind' the 
silence all rounffi us. In a way, they---through DOG---are so 
absorbed by the question that they rush into the silence at the 
end, that is, to their deaths. Only the story of the three 
trappers at Gillis's Grave proves, among so many stories in 
the play, to be true. 

DOG's trance at the beginning of Act 11, the Eskimo Trance, 
is his personal and mystical method of reaching the s:uth and., 
at the same time gaining power over the others. Hi7story :of 
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the Great White Bear eating him up and spitting him out 
again is part of the Eskimo mystical discipline; you have 
to wait for the Bear in a sort of trance before you can have 

'" healing. powers as a medicine man. It is also a sort of·~ 
dying, as in Buddhist meditation, and of course STUBB and . 
FAWCETT, being ordinary men, t~ink each time that he has act­
ually died. And just as he sees the truth in his trance, 
so they begin to talk the real truth to each other while he 
is ' dead' • 

It is DOG who creates the aurora of power and prestige 
for the other two; he is the element of 'ceremony' that fasc­
inates us through the ages. The reference to his_having 
been on the Gold Coast as a bodyguard (policeman) and to his 
possibly having seduced a little native boy in Gmvernment 
House is part of this: the man's world, Empire, the English 
public school. The king he mentions, Prempel, did actually 
paint the walls,of his palace red with human blood, as DOG 
says. This is all part of the lurid (now historical) world 
of power that the three characters conjure up for themselves, 
each in his different way. That world-was all based on men's 
proJWess. All gone now. At the end of the play we l~arn 
that far from having had adventurous lives the three of them 
led squalid and tame lives: STUBB addressed envelopes for a 
fake pelt firm, FAWCETT worked as a lavatory attendant and 
drilled a hole through to the ladies' lavatory, and DOG worked 
on the municipal council; as SHOBE says, DOG came over to 
Canada on a de luxe ~iner---carrying coall 

ESKIMO TRANCE should be played urgently·,· at a great. speed 
but without any sense of hurried nerves. An atmosphere of 
tense fear and foreboding. The climax at the end, when we 
see that they are no less than the three trappers we've been 
hearing about all the time, and' FAWCETT 'panicks" should be "~t 
quite terrifying •. 


